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DEDICATION. 



Most fulsome and unsavoury things in general are 
Dedications; — this one at least shall not offend or 
disgust the young Prince, who thus honours me with 
his Patronage, by attempting a praise which must 
necessarily fall short of his merits. It is enough to 
say, that I dedicate to the Man^ and not to the Consort 
of our Queen, the following Poem, feeling assured that 
he will fully comprehend the spirit with which it was 
written. 



PREFACE. 



The object of this Drama is an attempt to carry out the 
principle^ that nothing which God has made can he deemed 
reprobate J or be finally and eternally lost : consequently^ 
that the Devil himself (supposing the Author of Evil to 
be a real personage) must have still remaining in him 
a germ of good, being the creation of the benevolent 
Pather of the Universe. Love is here made to be the 
divine agent to effect his regeneration. 

I am well aware that there will be many strait- 
laced, sectarian persons who will feel ofiended by this 
Poem. There are thousands that pick a quarrel with 
Milton's Paradise Lost^ and more especially with the, 
Faust of Goethci and the Messiah of Klopstock. We 
writers can only put- forth the peculiar thoughts that 
rise within us, as the flower or the weed emits its agree- 
able perfume, or its unpleasant odour. There are some 



pereonB who cannot endure the scent of violets ; there are 
others who delight in the smell of garlic. Let each one 
choose according to his taste, and either read or reject 
this little Sketch, as it pleases him the best. There 
are enough books printed throughout our land, in all 
conscieace, to suit the palate of every individual; — 
Chacun "^ ion govt. 
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CHARACTERS IN THE DRAMA. 

Lucifer^ the Son of the Momingj or Morning Star, 

Count Lindorf^ a German Nobleman, 

MuLLER, a Lutheran Clergyman, 

Henrich, his Friend, 

Kauffman^ a Student, 

Paulo, a young Gardener^ in love with Margaret, 

Several young Nobles, Students, and Guests of 
Count Lindorf. 

Agnes, a beautiful young Orphan, 
Margaret, her Attendant, 
Ursula, the Grandmother of Paulo, 



The Time — Twelve Thousand Years from the Creation 
of the World, or the End of the Great Cycle. 

Scene— near Vienna. 
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SATAN IN LOVE. 



SCENE: 

An Apartment in the Chateau of Count Lindoff, near 
Vienna; he and his friend Henrich sitting, 

LiNDORF. 

You say he beat them all at argument, — 
Cramm 'd them to bursting with authorities 
They dared not question, — carried all before him 
With tide of eloquence, —and left them not a leg, 
A wooden crutch, or staff, whereon to prop 
Their sore defeat ? 

Hbnrigh. 

It is most true: 
Old Puffendorf grew mad, and bit his lip 
Till his teeth met ; more biting was the scorn 
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1 2 SATAN 

And bitter sarcasm he there endured ! 

The learned Waldorf turn'd exceeding pale, 

But was no match for his antagonist, 

Who pour'd forth ironies, as Jove sends lightnings, 

And routed all the Doctors like to pigmies, 

With floods of Rhetoric, and arms of Logic. 

LiNDORF. 

Who is this mighty champion in our schools ? 
For he has won the prize at Heidelburg, 
And puzzled the disciples too of Kant 
Report declares — I have not heard his name. 

Henrich. 

I askM, but could not learn. No need has he, 
Methinks, of name, or style, so none he gives ; 
Proud that his acts, not titles, him distinguish 
Beyond the common herd. We all lack names 
To know us from each other. 

LiNDORF, piqued. 

You grow most warm, 
And prodigal of praise, to a mere stranger; 
Dazzled, perchance, by brilliant qualities 
Hiding some foul adventurer. — Is he a German ? 
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Hbnrich. 



He speaks our language with a fluent tongue^ 
Yet somewhat foreign idiom. He is too dark^ 
Too flnely modell 'd in each limb and feature. 
Too haughty in his mien, too firm his tread, 
To own a brotherhood with our land, 
And its fair, florid sons. — He 's not from Spain, 
He is too highly lettered, too profound ! — 
Perchance the fervent, hot, and glorious East, 
Which waken 'd Adam from his bed of clay. 
Gave to this stranger birth. 

LiNDORF. 

Where lodges he ? 

Hbnhich. 

Where great men love to dwell, in forests deep, 

Wooing of Solitude — communing with himself. 

His only equal. I saw him penetrate 

Yon tangled wood, after the late debate, 

Where Lindorf oft before, or I mistake. 

Has thread its mazes. You start my Lord, and frown. 

As if you feared a rival in this man, 

Who owns not one in our debating Schools; — 

He dreams not of your Agnes. 
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LiNDORFy rising^ and speaking proudly. 

And if he did, methinks the heir of Lindorf 
Need fear no rivalry with nameless stranger. 
Henrich^ I '11 tell thee frankly my intent 
Regarding this young orphan, beauteous Agnes. 

HenricH; with levity. 

I could explain that mystery myself* 
And so could all the country round. You mean 
To wear that fragrant rosebud in your breast awhile. 
Inhale its sweetness, till its freshness fades ; 
Then cast it forth, for other breast than thine. 
Or choice to die. — Is it not so, my Lord ? 

Lindorf, with emotion. 

It was, it was ! The sun's meridian-ray 
Seeks not with hotter glow to drink the dews 
From every honey'd lip of crimson flower. 
Than I have sought to sully with my touch 
The virgin form of Agnes — that is past — 
Impurity and her are as the distant poles, 
That ne'er can reach. Henrich, she shall be mine, 
Gloth'd in that robe of innocence she wears; — 
I'll not defile it. 
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Henbich, sareaaticaUy, 

What ! many her ! 
Hear I aright ? 

LiNDOBF. 

Is it a wonder grown, 
That matchless loveliness, in virtue's garb, 
The (laughter of a gallant officer, 
Should find a shelter in a noble's bosom ! 
I am resolved. 

Hen RICH, remonstrating. 

No portion, save her beauty ! 
And you, impoverized by cards and dice ! 
Your fields in pawn ! your revenue clipp'd close. 
By lawyers' shears ! prithee forget the wench, 
And seek a richer bride. Theresa's lands 
Adjoin your own — fat, fertile as herself, 
And ready for the wooing. Come, she expects 
The noble Lindorf, and his prudent friend, 
This very eve — a jolly, wealthy widow. 
Would she but smile on me, should ne'er smile twice 
Without a kiss-print on her rosy Up. 
Would she were mine, and all her acres too; 
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And thifl proud stranger wh I. 
Might, if it pleased hij tak" .^ ^' "*" '*'''*^J«' 

' ^' *« «''Ph«n Agnes. 

First, I would reach his heart n« 

Join not her name with his, or ^*' 



HEKRrca. 



Co-,benotpetu,a„t^,,„^'J7^»'--- 

Wiilthateontent^ou. nZ'::^'''- 

W as the «.ad to heaven. r„? ^'""' 
Tobethe.otherof.oursX'rr'^^^- 

Whilst I-console j^our wife "! T'' 

^ ur w,te-come. let's be off 

[Exeunt Count /.vj , 
^ "'"•*, "nd dressed in black. 

tuciFEH. 

Still does this OT,han-girI defV n,. 

A Ti^ ^ ^ °^y power 

And unprotected, save by innocence" 
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Preserves inviolate her spotless purity, 

In spite of my temptations ! Here have I sat, 

Night after night, seeking by subtle dreams — 

Like those instill'd into the ear of Eve 

Sleeping in Paradise — to intrude some thought, 

Insinuate some wish, impure and foul. 

The germ of future sin, in her young mind. 

Causing the crimson blood in those blue veins 

To riot in its course. Vain the attempt ! 

I but disturb by my proximity 

(Unknown to her the cause) her tranquil sleep : 

Instinctively she wakes as I approach, 

As if the tender fibres of her frame 

Knew something of unholy kind was nigh, 

And sought to guard her from the secret danger : 

—My presence now is felt^ for see she moves ! 

Restless she turns — attracted or repulsed 

(I know not which) by influence unseen, 

As turns the needle to magnetic law. 

'T is vain to tempt her by wild, glowing dreams, 

She instantly awakes to shun their grossness, 

Nor feels one moment's taint. I might as well 

Seek to seduce some fair and brilliant star 

From running its due course, or tempt the lily 

To mingle with the rank ^nd deadly nightshade, 
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I n la\f less unioD) as to pollute this maid 

VVitli guilty thought— ehc piques my pride ! 

Tlie only being yet of woman born, 

Save on', I've fail'd of power to harm 1 

Hurli ! now she speaks. How low and sweet her v 

I needs must lieteD. 

AOHES. 

I cannot rest to-night; 
Oppressive seems the air, like lightning's breath, 
Yet through my window silver moonbeams steal. 
And spaak to me of peace. I scarce can breathe: 
I'm ofttD so of late. — What can it mean ! 

LnciPBR. 
There is no instrument like woman's voice, 
Wliiht she preserves her purity of soul ! 
My car is grown acute. I can discern, 
By long experience through so many ages. 
The slightest change within a woman's voice ; 
Let me hut hear her speak, no other aid 
Need I to know, if she have lost the bloom. 
The i'rcshness, of her sex's purity. 
No false affected lisp, no tone of blandishment, 
No shrewish cadence, no attempt to charm, 
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Sits on the virgin-voice of this young maid ! 

Buty attuned by Truth and Nature^ it delights 

E'en me^ no stranger to the melody divine 

That reigns above. Fallen as I am — exiled, lost — 

I still retain the relish for sweet sounds. 

And therefore 'tis I ever seek society 

With sons of harmony ; ay, and the daughters too! — 

I love to lounge near the full orchestra ; 

Or sit within the pit, or easy stall, 

Before the curtain of the Opera, 

Watching the dancers move their pliant limbs 

To flutes' soft measure, — all my aids-de-camp ! 

But this girl's voice sounds sweeter to my sense 

Than Prima-Donna's song, and brings me back 

A faint remembrance of the joys of Heaven. 

She speaks again ! I'll close my eyes awhile. 

And listen to her words — perchance to gain 

A clew, to guide me to some secret weakness 

I may attack. 

Lucifer folds his arms, and reclines back in an easy chair, 

Agnes, not beholding him. 

My pulse beats heavily. 
As if hot molten lead were in my veins. 
And not the crimson tide of warm, pure blood. 
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Which youth and health has ever caused to flow, 

Like gentle river through some fertile land — 

My heart throhs wildly ; I can hear its heats ; 

There is a tremor creeping through my frame 

Almost akin to Fear, — ^What should I fear ? 

Fear ! His a word that's alien to my soul ; 

Love^ and not Fear^ has been my aliment ; 

The atmosphere I've breath'd from birth till now ^ 

It pervades my being, as perAime does the rose ; 

I cannot gaze, but tenderness flows out. 

As from twin fountains on each thing I see, 

Caressing all as being part of me ! — 

I cannot speak, but kind and loving words, 

Distil like Hybla's honey from my lips. 

As 'twere in blessings ; — for I love all things ! 

The woods, the birds, the thousand insect tribes, 

That buzz and creep around ; — I love the skies. 

And the sweet distant stars I cannot touch ; — 

I even love the toad, and gliding serpent. 

And fear them not — like me they're blest with life, 

And therefore, are my kin. 

Lucifer. 

She is so full of Love^ that nought beside 
Can penetrate her being. — Strange that I, 
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Made up of HatCy should like to hear her talk ; 
But so it is. I would not lose a word 
Of her discourse. 

Agnes. 

I'm more and more disturh'd ! — ^What can it mean ? 
Perhaps 'tis Death occasions this sensation ; 
Death) whose hand invisible is on my heart, 
And chills its pulses thus. Well, be it so ; 
I fear not Death ! He is God's messenger^ 
Bearing his royal signet and commission, 
To make young angels. He bore away my father, 
And made him one ; thou, too, my angel-mother, 
Art with him now. Death, do thine embassy. 
If such thy mission ; bear me quick away 
To where they are ; — or, if it be His will. 
Leave me awhile on earth. 



Lucifer. 

She has surrender'd all her will^ I find, 

To Him who made her. I cannot comprehend 

This creature's being. She seems more than human : 

There is some mystery I cannot fathom 

About this almost child. She speaks again ! 
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AONES. 

I have no father living on this earth ; 
My mother too is gone, — and yet I feel 
I am no Orphan. Am not fatherless ; 
There is but one that is so. An Orphan he 
In all the mighty universe around, 
And he has wilPd himself to he an Orphan, 

Lucifer. 
What means this pitying child ! She speaks of me. 

Agnes. 

Oh, I could weep to think of thee, poor Orphan ! 
Who hast departed from thy loving Father, 
And dwelt alone through ages of wild darkness. 
Hating the Light and Love of thy Creator ; 
Yet keeping Zi/c, amidst thy far estrangement — 
His gift at least, ungrateful as thou art ! 

Lucifer, enraged. 

Now could I wish to be annihilate. 

To hear her words. And do I live by Him ? 

Have I no power to rid myself of Life 
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Bestowed by Him^ I with such loathing hate ? 
I will not listen to her maddening words ; 
And yet her voice is music. 

Agnes. 

Unhappy and deluded Lucifer^ 

How my soul pities thee, poor Fatherless ! 

Lucifer. 

Sincerity is on her lip \ She pities me ! 
Me^ who am here to tempt her soul to sin ! 

Agnes. 

Return, return unto our common Father, 

Who will not scorn thee, though thou art the Scomer ; 

Be penitent, and God will take thee ba'ck 

Home to his bosom. Poor Fatherless ! 

Dost thou now hear my words ? perchance thou dost. 

For spirits all things hear ; a young maid's pity 

May slake thine anguish for a moment's space. 

Like drop of water to thy burning tongue. 

Lucifer. 

What new emotion springs within my heart. 

Which swells with sudden feeling, mix'd and strange ! 
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Agnes. 



Could I but teach thee, Lucifer, to pray^ 

There might be hope ; — but no, thou art too proud : 

Would that thou now wert here, beside my couch. 

And I would help thee. I've no fear of thee, 

For Fear is quench'd in Love ; — ^yes, e'en for thee. 

I'd kneel with thee, now, in this midnight hour, 

Join my weak voice to thine, and prompt thy words. 

If so be thou wouldst learn. Thus shouldst thou say, — 

** Father forgive!'* — but no, not yet say *' Father/' 

Until thou art a son, poor Prodigal ! 

But I have privilege to use that term. 

And I will say it for thee. 

Forgive him, Father, for he is most wretched ! 

[Agnes folds her hands in prayer, 

Lucifer, much excited and softened. 

Hear I aright, 
Or am I made the sport of mocking spirits? 
Can one so pure, put up for me a prayer ? 
Me, whom all angels scorn, as the " Apostate," 
The « Reprobate," the '' Cursed One," the '' Lost !" 
I came to tempt this maiden, as my wont, 
With thoughts of sin, that they might shoot to deeds ; 



i 



IN LOVE. 25 

And now I hear her plead — fervent, sincere — 
For the Destroyer ! Yes, she pray'd for me ! 
A tear now glistens on her youthiiil cheek, 
And that is shed — oh, wondroas boon, for me ! 
Would I had one to give in thanks to her : 
But all is dry ; scorch'd up, and scath'd with woe ! 

\^He pauses f and looks on Agnes. 
I know not how I feel, but 'tis most strange ; 
I never look'd on woman yet since Eve, 
Fair as this budding girl and not more pure. 
First yielded to seduction ; disobeyed. 
And lost her innocence : I never look'd as now. * 
'Tis true, she was my instrument to work 
Destruction on the idiot Man, and yet with hate 
I've ever look'd upon her from that hour 
She, through my means, brought d^th into the world ; 
For through her also came, I knew, Redemption, 
So I've been foil'd, and cheated of my prey ; 
For this I've waged perpetual war with woman ; 
Have been her constant foe, her hourly tempter, 
Since we first met in fields of Paradise. 

Woman has ever done my work unpaid ! 
Thousands of ages been my willing vassal ; 
Work'd without wages (that she knows aught of). 
Brought me rich harvest — Philosophers, and Kings, 
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Prieete, Conquerors, Poets — made me vast amends; 
And yet I've hated her with constant hatred, 
Because she was the ftgent for Redemption ; 
I've hated her much worse than man — 
But not this one. I feel no hate for her. 

[Lucifer regarding her. 
I know not my own thoughts; 
Have I not heard a young and spotless soul, 
Cry, in its virgin purity, nnask'd, 
To Him I name not, must not, dare not name, 
For pardon to the enemy of man ? 
Has she not heen my ardent intercessor ? 
By all those joys to me for ever forfeit, 
I would not injure, if I might, this maid, 
My only friend throughout the uuiverse; 
And since I would^ot injure, / must kavt; 
For nought of good comM from my wretched presence. 
I'll leave her to repose — I trust, in peace. 

[He Ungera sUU. 
'Tis past hehef; 
Thai wish was a petition, and for good I 
It ivasayrayer.' — and I recal it not; 
I feel it still — again repeat the wish ; 
May a^igels guard this maiden as she sleeps ! 
I'll go — yet let me gaze awhile on one 
Has wrought such miracle ! 
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AoNES speaks in her sleep. 
Forgive him, Father ! 

Lucifer. 

E'en in her sleep 
She prays for me. Why am I soflen'd thus ? 
This scathed soul, blacken'd by lengthen'd crimes, 
The poisonous source of evil^ dark and foul, 
Hard as the nether millstone; indurate, 
And seared, as if by red-hot iron touch'd, 
Has this scorch'd soul put forth one single leaf? 
Has one blest thought flitted across the waste, 
Where all was night ? night without hope of day ! 
— Yet it was so — shall I repent of that? 
Blot out the glimmering, only speck of light 
The frightful desert of my being owns ? 
— No! — I repeat the wish, therefore the prayer ! 
• * « * * 

Her cheek is flush'd ; 
She throws her white arm underneath her head, 
And her rich hair streams o'er that spotless bosom ; 
May I still look upon her, and not sin? 
I had a sister ere I fell from heaven, 
Twin of myself; part of my very being; 

c2 



The female part, containing most of Love, 
Whilst I, the male, possessed the greal«et Light, 
The thirst for knowledge, and alas. Ambition ! 
— She was content to he : I long'd to know, 
To act. I strove to be Creator: she reposed 

Upon the bosom of the Uncreat€, 

And had no will but Hia — she called him " Father," 

Just as this loving girl; the very tones! 

And therelbre 'tis I gaze upon her thus. 

— My t'iater still is blest — though I am curst — 

And prays not for the Lost-One. True, she clung 

At'ourid my neck, when she my purpose knew 

To be myself a god, and tried to win 

Her brother back to her and happiness. 

But ne'er prevail'd — Ambition fix'd my soul! 

/ have been a Creator — but of evil! 

And she and I are parted, never more to meet. 

For all my light is turned to utter darkness, 

Darkness which groaua from its intensity I 

An everlasting tomb. 

[Lucifer still looHry at Agnet. 

There's scmething in the look of this feir girl. 

Bo redolent of love, so exquisite 

In form, in feature, and pure dazzling whiteness, 

Afakes me sdll linger, and still love to gaze. 
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Thinking upon my sister !— Such was she ! 

Such is she doubtless still, blissful and pure ; 

But not more beautiful (for that were vain) 

Than this young serapb, wanting nought but wings 

To be where angels skim along the skies. 

Perching on distant stars to tune their lays ! 

— Does shey the one in Heaven, e'er think of me ? 

Feel our disunion, as I feel it now ? 

But not till this young, earthly-one, sent prayer 

For him who is no brother. — Angels cannot pray, 

Since they have all they wis]b — no thought for me 

Disturbs the ecstasy of her repose. 

Or she had pray'd — Love owns no kin with Darkness ! 

Yet Agnes is all Love^ and human too, 

And her Humanity has made her pray ! 

• • » • • 

No sister, then, remains in heaven for me! 
The tie is sever*d — here I stand aloney 
A monument of wrath ! — a single column, 
'Midst a wide waste of arid, burning sands ; 
A frightful solitude, e'en to myself! 
Never till now did I feel desolate. 
But with a proud disdain, sublime by vastness. 
Have felt myself sufficient for myself! 
Alas ! not now — I have no kin, no kind ! 



I am forgottcD e'en by her who came 
Twin-bom with me, the firet created angels, 

TheMoming-Btareofheaven!— She should have ikUen too. 

And been companion of her brother's woe - 

Love is in sickly state, that will not share 

Evil aa well aa good with thoae it loves ! 

When separate interests for one moment sway, 

More than the two united, true love dies ! 

And BO did mine, when I preferred ambitJoii 

To calm companionship with her in heaven. 

Farewell, then, all remembrance of her loss ! 

Oh ib&t this girl, this young and tender spirit, 
Clotb'd in such beauteous clay as seems divine, 
I^ight take her place I — as sister fond, console. 
And gaze upon me with soft, pitying eyes! 

. Where'er I turn, 

Cold, stranger, eyeballs ever meet my own, 
Stony as those carved out of senseless marble, 
As it Tegards myself; — ofttimes in human shape 
T mix with all the busy crowds on earth, 
Tlie court, the city, and the public haunts ; 
No sympathy appears in mortal eye. 
At least for me! Though man r^ards my dress, 
And measures me with glance from head to foot; 
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Though woman scatters small^shot from her eyes, 
Made up of covert and coquetish wiles. 
They touch me not. " Oh, I have one glance 
Of heart's refulgence ! " — one soul-breathing look 
Of pure compassion, interest unfeigned. 
Come beaming from one gentle woman's eye, 
I now perchance may weep ! 

It cannot be! 
Alien am I to all — man curses me, 
And I curse man ! — do I not curse myself? 
This creature could not curse me ! — like some sweet flower, 
Blessings, like perfumes, breathing upon all. 
From her proceed instinctively. 
There is an atmosphere of love surrounds her, 
Which touches e'en myself; calms and consoles ! — 
Would I might speak to her, yet fright her not ; 
I'll take some human form; most beautiful, 
Yet very sad — invent some piteous tale 
May wake her pity, and thus bathe my woes 
In the pure moisture of those starry eyes! — 

■ It must be female form. 

Or maiden-purity might feel abash'd 

At seeing man's at night beside her couch. — 

Ah no, I wrong her; chastity like hers, 

Dreams not of danger, which it knows not of! — 
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The moorif majestic in her yirgin brightness^ 
Might walky or sleep, amidst a host of suns. 
And have no touch of shame. 

When Eve first came, 
Fresh, like a lily, from her Maker's hands. 
She stoodf as doth the lih/y all unconsciously, 
That shews its unveil'd beauties to the eye. 
When Eve had sinrCdj shame came like chud to hide ! 
• « • • 

If pity I should gain in form not mine. 
With tale of feigned woe, from this young heart, 
I cheat myself— she will not pity me! 
What solace that she sigh, and shed soft tears, 
For other griefs than mine? — I'll act no lie, 
(Although the author of as large a crop 
As there are sands upon the sea-girt shore) 
To gain the confidence of this fair maid. 
For once I will speak truth ; at least I'll try 
If I can frame my tongue to utter it, 
For 't is a language foreign to its use, 
And hard as German, or its neighbour Dutch, 
To be pronounced — ^but that won't injure me, 
For ladies like an accent rather foreign. 

' • I must be drest; 

I have a wardrobe ever at command : — 
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What shall it be? A suit of comely brown? 
No^ that looks old and snujffy — Lincohirgreen? 
That is gone out of date — it shall be black; 
There is no lie in black; 'tis my own hue! — 
My linen shall be of most snowy whiteness. 
And fine as cobwebs; 'twill attract her eye, 
For women like a hand and linen fair — 
As for my features, they will serre my turn ; 
The outline perfect, dark, and rather sad. 
With somewhat oithe Devil in the eyes! 
Teeth white with charcoal (my sole dentifrice). 
And hair — 't is rather crisp' d, I own, 
With the brain-fever — I'll moisten it with oil ; 
Here 's some, I see, at hand. 

[He regards himself in the mirror of Agnes. 
Methinks I have, rather a taking air! 
Something that women like — a Werter look; 
As if pale Melancholy gave me birth 
After a surfeit. — Prone to suicide! 
Causing compassion, but too proud to ask it ! 
So Rugantino look'd, who won all hearts. 
The dark, mysterious Bravo of fair Venice ! — 

Yes, I shall do 

Now I'll be visible; flash on her sight 
As doth the meteor from the sullen cloud ! 
I will address her — Agnes ! dost thou sleep ? 
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LuGiFBR, appears to her. 

Agnbs, looking on him^ leaning on one arm. 

What voice is that so sadly calls my name ? 
What form is there, standing with folded arms 
Midway my chamber ? I heard not thy approach ! 
Why art thou here ? and wherefore didst thou steal 
Uncourteous to my room in dead of night ? 
Art thou in need ? Here, take this golden bracelet, 
I will unclasp it, and this ring, — now prithee go; 
It is unseemly there to stand and gaze ! 
Thou art a stranger, go ; I know thee not. 

Lucifer. 
Hast thou no fear of me, fair maid? 

Agnes. 

I think I have. 
I fear that thou wilt take my mother's picture, 
Which hangs upon the wall — ^but no, I wrong thee : 
There is a smile upon that placid face, 
A pleading look within that portrait's eyes. 
That would arrest thy arm — 'tis all that's left 
Of her who bore me — stranger, touch it not ! 
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LuciPEB, proudly, 

I am no robber — Agnes^ look upon me ! 
Own that this form is grand, these features noble ! 
Thy ring and bracelet never will I touch, 
Except in adoration, being thine ! — I need them not; 
I have more wealth than kings — treasures immense ! 
Heaps of fair pearls, and many-coloured gems 
Enough to make a rainbow; — command me. 
And I *11 cover all this earth with shining gold, 
Ajid bridge the ocean, fringing all its shores 
With solid silver; — I have dazzling mines, 
Where diamonds grow ! and 

Agnes, with simplicity and smiling, 

I'm glad thou art so rich; my foster-sister 
Needs a small dower — she is too poor to wed. 
And yet she loves — / have not much to give; 
Make Margaret happy. — Twenty golden crowns. 
And she is blest. 

Lucifer, laying a purse down upon the table. 

Here then are fifty ! these are Margaret's dower. 
Now for thyself — what can I do for thee ? 
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Agnes. 

Leave me to sleep, and in my happy dreams 

My spirit shall fly upwards to that angel, 

Caird " The Recorder:' He shall write it down, 

This deed of thine, to which I '11 sign my name 

As witness. Now withdraw ! — I'm growing sleepy. 

LuCIFEB. 

Wilt thou not hkss me, Agnes, ere I go ? 

Agnes. 

How didst thou know my name ? 
Couldst thou not read a blessing in my eyes ? 
But no, the lamp is dim — then hear my words. 
That after come, like thunder the swift flash — 
My heart has bless *d thee stranger for this deed. 
Whatever the motive, — if *tis good and pure. 
Then wilt thou have blessings more rich than mine — 
If other, cleanse the dross away. —Farewell! 

Lucifer. 
Thou dost not ask my name ? 

Agnes, sleepily. 

I have no wish to know — 
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By sight I've learn *d the properties of flowers, 

Their forms, their hues; when they put forth their leaves, 

When perish — all their scents I know, 

Their healing qualities or poisonous powers ; 

/ care not far their names* — I should know thee 

Amidst ten thousand, giving odours sweet 

And salutary too, for my poor Margaret ! 

Lucifer, aside* 

'Tis something to he told hy such a maid 

She can distinguish me from vulgar herd ! [ To her 

What if my name were harsh and terrible? 

That of a being thou hast heard reviled. 

By parents and by friends, as their worst foe ? 

Wouldst thou, sweet Agnes ! bless me still ? 

Agnes, still sleepily. 

If thou hast suffer 'd wrong, I'll bless thee more ; 
If rightfully, thou hast not injured me, 
So still I'll bless thee. The soft dew of heaven 
Falls on the plant, where deadly berries grow, 
As on the perfumed empress of all flowers ; 
Both must have use, or had been uncreate ! 

Lucifer. 

What if I were as nightshade, amongst plants. 
Noxious and foul ?• 
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Agnes. 

Thou canst not be witJwut some germ of good — 
Though undeveloped still the blest seed lies ; 
There is none reprobate; not one child of earthy 
Or rather let me say, one child of God I 

Lucifer. 

/ am no child of earth ! was never clay! 

But am the shadow, ever following light. 

Tremble not, sweet enthusiast! guileless soul ! 

I am The Eternal Nighty without a star ! 

The first Original Evil / Maker of Hell ! 

(The road to which is now worn out with treading. 

And wants repairing — impassable it grows). 

I am — The Tempter! The Destroyer! Mighty Lucifer! 

Agnes, without alarm, yet with interest. 

Let me look on thee well — how sadly beautiful ! 

Marks of angelic grandeur on thy brow ! 

Give me thy hand. — Hot, parch 'd, and bronzed ! 

Oh that mine own might cool its fevered harshness! 

— Ah ! what a smile was there ! — Pray do not smile. 

It brings the tear-drop startling to mine eye ! 

I * ve thought of thee before, but not with harshness. 
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They say that thou art proud — I may oiFend thee, 
By telling thee, Fve pray 'd for thee this night! 

LUCIFBR. 

Agnes, I heard thee, — and have thrown aside 
The veil which shrouds me from the human eye, 
For a brief moment, to converse with thee ! 
Thou dost behold the Devil &ce to face, 
Yet dost not tremble ! 

Agnes, compassionately. 

Say, can I think of self when woe like thine 

Is by my side ? Sure thou art cooler now ! 

Not all the water of the 'whelming seas 

Can quench thy burning anguish like this little drop 

Of genuine pity falling on thine hand ! — 

My prayer has not been vain — Thou shalt repent! 

And God will wash thy vast misdeeds away ! 

Hast thou no hope ? Search thy deep clouded spirit ! 

Thou sure canst trace some ray, some little speck. 

Some glimmering spark, that soon will grow a sun ! 

Take comfort, Lucifer — the Angels all have sinn'd ; 

Only the One, has ever known perfection. 

For that which is not perfect, must have frailty ! 

" No sinless creature ever entered heaven ; '* 
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So 'tis but in degree that thou art guilty. 
— Go, baple§a Lucifer ! go leave me now j 
And think not I'll forget to send on high, 
A host of white-robed raeBsengers for thee — 
I'll see thee soon again : I uiish to see thee ! 
Thou art my patient ; I'll be thy physician ! 
And yet not I ; I'll shew the way to Him, 
And clamour at his door, until he open ! 
Thou shall do well. 



Ldcifbb, much affected. 
Oh ! I could hear thee talk, and feel thy hand, 
Cool BB a snow-flake, and as white in hue, 
Until I dream'd of Paradise ! For once, 

^e// shall be second in this heart of mine; 
I'll leave thee to repose, since 't is thy wish. 

[Lueifcr disappears in a flash of Ugh 

AsNES, masing, and sittinjj upright. 
Is this a vision ? Before my mother died. 
She talk'd, or seem'd to talk, with beings strange, 
Angels or Demons, aB her fever'd thought 
Clothed them with semblance. I, like her, perchance 
Have conjured up this form to cheat my sense 
Out of the films of night— yet palpable 
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This apparition seem'd. I held his hand, 

And gazed into his dark and mournful eyes ! 

Which searched, as though they would peruse my soul — 

Whilst I read anguish in the depth of his ! 

I trust 'tis no delusion; — no wild dream ; — 

Or that asleep, or waking, that godlike form, 

Those melancholy eyes, and that deep voice, 

Again may meet my fancy, or my.,sight I— 

\_noughtfully» 

We talk'd of gold 

A purse of golden crowns for marriage dower, 
To one I love ! — Methinks I see it there ! 

[She springs out, and seizes on the purse. 
Then all is real ; — she the dower shall have, 
But I will keep this little strange- wrought purse 
With ruby clasp, to meditate upon ; 
Memento of a scene that thrills each nerve 
Almost to agony. Sleep will blunt its edge ! 

[Agnes returns to her couch andfaUs asleep — 
the Scene closes. 
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Scene^nApaHmenti^^^^^ouse of Agnes. Guests invited 
to a Wedding ; M^^9^^'^ Pressed out as a Bride. Enter 
Pauh, her lover, ^^^^ fantastically arrayed, with two 
Bridesmen, one of them Lucifer. 

Paulo to LucifbR* shewing him Margaret. 
I told you she'd be gay ; dress'd like a princess ! 
In sooth I am most proud of my fair bride— 
Where is thy Lady, Margaret ? She, I trust, 
Will honour thee, by gracing with her presence 
Our happy nuptials. Give me one kiss ! 

Margaret, pettishly. 

Another time I Paulo, you spoil my hair, 

And crush my bridal wreath — how rough you are ! 

Lucifer, aside. 

This is a proper Eve ! She'll melt like snow, 
At the first sunbeam ! Pretty, too, I swear. 

Margaret to Paulo, with temper, regarding him. 

Who chose those crimson ribbons for your knees ? 
And placed that gaudy favour in your hat ? 
You might have ask'd r»e, Paulo, sure, to choose 
What colour you should wear upon this day ! 
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Paulo, soothingly. 

My Grandame purchased them, my pretty spouse, 
And saidy her bridegroom had such hues as these : 
Say, shall I run and change them ? do not frown ! 

AiARGARBT, tumtng away. 

Ever your Grandame ! I'm weary of that name. 
Now, mark me Paulo ; let her school me not ! 
I'll not endure it ! nor meddle with afiairs. 
As she has done ; she has a beldame tongue. 
But she must curb it ! Tell your Grandame that. 

The Bridesmaids and others. 
Here comes the Dame ! 

Enter Ursula, hobbling on a Stick ; she looks on the Bride, 
but not very kindly j going round her. 

Ursula. 

I do not like her dress ; 
Too fine ! She'll ruin him in gauds and knots ! 
A dowry on her back ! too fine! too fine! 

Maroarbt, pertly. 

I have good right, methinks, Dame Ursula, 

d2 
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To please myself. I come not portionless 
To thee and thine. 

Lucifer^ half aside* 

The fifty crowns have tumM this maiden's head ! 
The Devil has not half the power to tempt 
As shining coin ! 

Bridesmaids and others. 
Would we had half so much ! 

Another Qirl. 
With fifty crowns, I soon should have a husband ! 

One of the young Men. 
And I'd be he ! 

Ursula. 

A pretty coil ye keep for such small sum ! 

My Paulo could have match'd him with a hundred! 

Margaret, sharply. 

Why did he not ? It is not yet too late ! 
Those gaudy ribbons, I'm ashamed to see, 
Will serve him then. They are not to my taste ! 
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Pa.ulo, fawningly. 

Prithee be calm ; I'll go and purchase blue, 

Or green, or white, or any hue you like ; 

But do not frown — shall they be blue or green ? 

Margarbt, tauntingly. 

Nay, let your Grandame choose, and your wife too ! 
A girl like me, with wealth within her purse, 
May pick and choose. 

One or two touno Men to Margaret. 
No doubt, no doubt ! You'd have no trouble there ! 

Another. 
With such a face ! and such a pretty ankle ! 

Another. 
And form, and hair ! and 

Paulo, in great anger, 

I shall grow mad ! Get home, good Ursula ! 
This is your work ! You never loved my bride ! 

Ursula, angrily, 
" Good Ursula I ^' forsooth! ungrateful boy! 
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I, who have brought you up from squalling childhood ! 
Your father's mother ! to be frown'd at thus ! 
And call'd, like scuUion-wench, ^* Good Ursula /" 

LuciFERy aside. 

If that my appetite for brawls and riots 

Were keen as heretofore, this scene would prove 

A banquet rich, — but it is pall'd of late ; 

And here tcomes one, that would appease a storm, 

And make the winds and surges kiss her feet ! 

Enter Aonbs, dressed in white, who goes round the circle. 

AONBS. 

Good-morrow, friends ! Paulo, youj're welcome here ! 

And you, the ancient much-respected head 

Of Paulo's house ; here is a gift to you, 

For kindness shewn to him. Nay, put it on ! 

It was my mother's cloak, and fits you well. 

[Seeing Lucifer. 
And you are welcome. Sir ! I little thought 
To see you here, gracing my sister's wedding. 

Lucifer^ sarcastically aside to Aones. 
There's seldom one, sweet Agnes ! where I'm absent; 
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I often make the match. It seems my presence. 
Or my broad pieces, cause concision here ; 
Your foster-sister thinks herself a fortune, 
And much too good a match for Master Paulo. 

AoN£s, looking at Margaret. 

Can this be true ? How high she holds her head ! 
And what disdain is flashing from her eyes ! 
She must be cured, or better far that Paulo 
Should wed a mountain-cat. — Sir^ you must do it ! 

Lucifer, aside, to Aones. 

/ tame a shrew ! I've made ten thousand so. 
But never cured one ! 

Aones to Lucifer, aside. 

These fifty crowns have tum'd poor Margaret's head ; 
Present her bridegroom with a hundred more, 
And she'll respect him. 

Lucifer, aside. 
Where learn'd she that ? Not from her own pure nature. 

Agnes. 
I see you wonder, Sir, I am so wise ; 
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But I have lived on earth full seventeen years, 
And made some observation. Paulo is poor. 
So Margaret holds his estimate quite low ; 
Let him but have a heavy purse, you'll see 
He'll grow at once into a proper man ! 

Lucifer, presenting Agnes another purse. 
Your will is law. Here is the sum you need! 

Agnes, receiving tY, and smiling. 

Shall I not break the bank ? Come hither, Paulo ! 
This gentleman (who is a prince disguised) 
Is so much charm'd with your good taste in dress^ 
He begs you would accept these hundred crowns. 
For cherry-colour'd ribbons. 

Paulo to Margaret. 

Like you their colour now ? Ten thousand thanks ! 
Now let us haste to church ! The purse is yours ! 

Ursula to Paulo. 

A wise man always keeps his gold himself; 
Don't be a fool ! Trust not your wife too much ! 
Don't be a fool, I say ! 
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Margaret, good humouredly* 
There is no fear of that with such a purse — 
Come, I am ready! Lady, you'll go to church 
"With your poor servant, and your loving friend ! 
Perhaps this foreign Prince will lend his arm. 
To be your escort. None other here has worth 
To bear the weight of yours. 

Lucifer, presenting his arm to Agnes. 

We'll lead the way : I know the road to church, 

And often sit me in churchwardens' pew. 

Or parson's chair, to hear the sermon out ; 

Or walk unseen, throughout the crowded aisles, 

Filling the ladies' minds with other thoughts 

Than what he preaches — feathers, flowers, brocades; 

The pressure of a hand, a look, a sigh ! 

Agnes, we'll lead the way ! 

Agnes taking his arm, and aside. 

The day is cold : this arm of yours is hot ! 
It will impart to mine a kindly warmth ; 
You'll let me change it when it causes pain ! 
No one shall guess the reason why. Now haste. 
The priest is waiting ! 

[Lucifer and Agnes walk off slowly. 
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Some of the Gibls, as they form into a Procession. 
A mighty pretty fellow that 1 

MargareTi looking after him and then to Paulo. 

Ay, quite a courtly air ! and what a leg ! 
Cannot you try to walk with such a gait, 
And hold your head like this fine gentleman ? 

Paulo, mimicking Lucifer. 
I'll try to do my best ; I think I've caught it! 

Margaret, and the others laugh at Paulo. 
Caught it, forsooth ! You shuffle like a crab ! 

Paulo, shewing the purse* 

Vm worth a hundred crowns. Come, Grandame, 
Take you the other arm. 

Margaret. 

Nay, let her walk with her old gossip, Alice, 
They are the same in age. 

Alice, another old woman. 
Not by ten years, at least ! 
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Ursula, with spirit 

I'll not be pair'd with any she alive, 
When marching to a wedding. 

Maboo, an old man, offering his arm to Ursula. 

We've often danced together on the sward, 
Now let us hobble on our way to church. 

Another Villager, not quite so old* 

And I'll take comely Alice. 

[ They aU go off in couples towards the church. 
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Scene — Margaret^ Paulo, and aU the others, dancing on a 
Green, the old people looking on ; — a Table spread with 
Refreshments. Lucifer and Agnes sitting apart in an 
Alcove. 

Lucifer. 
There is an earwig crawling up your sleeve, 
Let me destroy it. 

AONES. 

Nay, take it off, if so it please you. Sir, 
And bear it to yon bush. I hate to crop a flower, 
It seems to interrupt the work of nature ; — 
But things of life, let them live on f 

Lucifer. 
Not serpents, surely, and wild beasts of prey ? 

Agnes. 

I cannot answer that : — I am not skill'd 

In high and sounding argument ; but methinks 

Theg all have right to what their Maker gave : 

Beasts can be tamed ; and serpents glide 'midst flowers, 

And quite forget their stings ; theg never harm 

Those that they do not fear. I've seen them play 
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In the full sunbeams, with their new-hatch'd young, 
Just as the dove, with her soft callow brood. 
I've got a serpent-brood in yonder brake ! 

Lucifer. 

You've watch'd the mother-serpent, then, it seems ! 
Has not some instinct wam'd you that the foe 
Of man once lay in serpent's form ? 

AONES. 

Man has no foey but what he makes himself! 

'Tis said that Lucifer, his own dread foe. 

With whom I now converse, like friend with friend, 

Is enemy to me and all my race — 

I'll not believe it. 

Lucifer. 

Thou art a sceptic, then. — Me thou shouldst hate. 
Art thou a sceptic? 

AONES. 

Perchance I am. I care not much for terms ; 

They are the bugbears made to frighten fools. 

I cannot force my faith into a form, 

Or feign a hatred, that I do not feel. 

If it were wrong that I should parley thus 
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With thee-*the first-born of the Deity — 
I should have warning from the spirit-voice 
To shun thee like perdition — I have none. 

LUCIFEB. 

Is that same inward voice, that spirit-guide, 
Infallible ? Does it not, think'st thou, sleep ? 
May it be trusted in all human ways ? — 
I am not humaut and I fain would know 
All that pertains unto the human state. 
Because 'tis thine. 

AONES. 

/ only know myself, and am a world 
Moving in my own orbit, none beside ; 
Therefore I cannot speak for other minds. 
But conscience is to me a living light. 
Unerring; — not a painful guest, a scourge. 
When I do well — scarce then I feel its presence ; 
It sits, and smiles, and all is blest within ; — 
But should I disobey its holy rule, 
I rouse its wrath, — and then I feel its sting. 

Lucifer. 
Does it not wound thee now ? 
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AONES. 

For what? I am alone, 'tis true, with thee, 

And thou hast got a very dreadful name ! What then ? 

Me thou wouldst never harm, and so to me 

Thou art not evil — I would do thee good, 

So evil cannot be 'twixt thee and me. 

♦ ♦ « ♦ 

Here, take this rose ; — ^'tis very fresh and sweet. 
I would not pluck it from its parent tree 
For mine own breast, but 'twill refresh thy sense. — 
Alas ! 'tis faded only by thy touch I — 

Lucifer, mournfuUy. 

All things that come in contact with me perish ; 

That is my curse, I must not tarry here, 

Or thouy the sweetest rose in nature's garden, 

Wilt hang thy head and die. I will away ! 

I will not breathe a pestilence upon thee ; 

Adieu ! {_He rises. 

Agnes, fervently. 

Die, saidst thou ! Perish like this rose ! — 

Not if this outward form of mine were torn 

By savj^e hands into ten thousand parts, 

And trampled into dust !— Not if the booming winds 
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Scatter*(l each atom through each clime of earth. 
Or mix'd them with the sands beneath the ocean ! — 
I am a deathless spirit like to thee, 
And each are clothed in elements not ours, 
More than this silk- worm robe, that insects wove, 
And I have borrowed ! 

Lucifer, tenderly regarding her. 

But Death will take away those love-lit eyes ! 

That lip of rose ! those fair and rounded arms ! 

That pure and pearl-like bosom, where now breathes life ! 

All change to Agnes must to her be wrong, 

Since she must lose by aught that alters her ! 

Agnes, composedly. 

Now mark how well I'll answer this fair speech. 
So stay awhile. Suppose this spirit fled, — 
(The real Agnes shrined within this clay). 
And sitting here beside thee, like to now, 
Was left this compound of the elements. 
That late encompass'd my immortal part. 
The empty casket thou so late hast praised ; 
Say, wouldst thou love as now to hold this hand, 
And gaze upon the beauty of these eyes, 
That fix'd their inexpressive, changeless glance 
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Upon thine own ? No ! thou wouldst leave this form 

Inanimate — a statue — still to sit, 

As do the carved ones by sculptor's hand: 

Then waste not words^ like man, in empty praise, 

Of what is but my clothing for a day : 

Such are the phrases, palling to my sense, 

The courtly Lindorf uses, but in vain, 

To win me to his love. 

Lucifer, starting up vehementlym 

Presumptuous, daring man ! bid him aspire 
To wed with Lyra, fairest star of heaven. 
He may succeed — but, Agnes, not with thee! 

AoNES, calmly. 

Thou sayest well — but wherefore with such heat ? 
Lord Lindorf might as well address the winds, 
Or praise the lustre of the parting sun ; 
They heed him not, — And see, he comes. 

Enter Count Lindorf^ splendidly attired^ who regards Lucifer 
with a kindling eye^ which Lucifer returns with proud 
disdainful glances^ 

Count Lindorf to Agnes. 
I came to ask your hand for yonder dance, 

E 
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Hearing the merry fife within jour grounds, 

And of young Margaret's marrii^e. Please accept 

Me as a partner^ whom you know so well. 

And not sit moping like unmated bird, 

'Midst sounds of joy-— and with a stranger too ! 

You'll dance? 

Agnes, giving him her hand. 

What means that clouded brow ? — 
I love the dance; it does the spirits good: 
Behold each leaf within this shady grove 
Is dancing now to music of the breeze, 
Whilst gracefully the elder branches wave, 
In unison with their young offsprings' motion; 
It circulates their sap, and is most healthful. 
To them, and me ; why not to thee? 

Count Lindorf, still scowling at Lucifer. 
Away then to the dance I — here is my hand. 

Agnes, bowing to Lucifer. 

It were not courteous. Sir, to leave alone 

This gentleman, a stranger and my guest; 

Go ask the bride. You oft have calPd her fair. 
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Count Lindorf. 
Who told you that ? 

Ag^es, flayfulhf. 
Herself, a thousand times, and fair is she. 

Lucifer, sarc(isticaUy> 

And has a soft, coquettish, winning air, 
Might suit a less fastidious taste methinks^ 
Than yours, my Lord. 

Count Lindorf, jproue?^. 

What know you of my tastes ? This lady, Sir, 
Suits it more closely. — You may take the maid, 
The mistress I. 

Lucifer, scomfuUy. 

I have no wish to dance, or I might thank 
The generous Lindorf for his kind permission ! 
We were in high discourse, as far above 
The idiot springing up of wanton feet 
To sound of squeaking pipe, as is the mind 
Of my fair hostess to yon new-made bride's. 
You have disturbed its current. Sir. — 

I. 2 



60 SATAN 



Count Lindobf, with anger. 

Must I endure this insolence ? Where learn'd you, Sir, 
This ru£Gian disrespect to your superior? 

LuGiFER| laughing ironically. 

I crave your pardon, Sir; I had forgot 
The nobleman who play 'd with me at Florence, 
For all his wealth — staked houses, lands ; 
All he could rack or rend, of paltry gold, 
And haying lost, gave me this parchment bond. 
For more than he was worth, his dastard 

Count Lindobf, turning very pale, 

I know the. bond, not thee ! Some other man 
Practised upon me, in the heat of frenzy. 
And gain'd by fraud, what now I blush to own; 
Thou art not he ! Oh, give it back ! 

Lucifer, very cooUy. 
I hold the bond, Sir, — shall I read the terms ? 

Count Lindorf. 

Not for thy life. Oh Agnes ! I grow mad — 
Who hast thou here ? I recognise those eyes, 
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That work'd mj ruin ! — 'twas their scornful glance 
Provoked me on to play, and stake — my soul! 

Agnes, taking the bond from Lucifer 

I am not skilled in subtleties of law, 

Nor how they word such instruments as these, 

'Twixt man and man. I'll read the terms ! 

Count Lindorf. 

Oh ! do not look upon that horrid scroll; 
The seal is blasphemy; the letters blood; 
The parchment made — 

Lucifer, ironically. 
From a dead ass*s skin; 'tis always so— 

Count Lindorf, shuddering. 

This was from human ass; a dead man's skin; 
He died by hangman ! 

Lucifer, sarcastically. 
Therefore an ass, or he had hung the hangman. 

AoNES, holding still the bond. 
Poor Lindorf! to be cheated with such arts ! 



What power has this, a senseleBa, blotted ktM^ 
Over thf being? Priestcraft never framed 
A fable fouJeF to befool mankind, 
Than what ie written on this ase'a skin, 
Who was SB proper, and as good an ass 

As ever bray'd. See, it will tear as well ! 

Now for the dance. I prithee pardon me, \_To Lucifer 
Count Lindorf has turn'd cold — some exercise 
Will warm his blood. 

{^A^g teart the bond into a thousand pieces, and 
scatters them to the winds; then bottis to Lucifer 
coolly f and joins the dance with Lindorf. 

LnciPBR, solus. 

She's anger'd now I 
Who taught her that ? And yet this fool believed 
By that same contract he had sold his soul ! 
This girl, by wisdom, books could never teach. 
Nor man's philosophy by search divine, 
Knows that the sonl cannot be bought or sold. 
Since it belongs to Him I dare not name ; 
And that this paltry bond, her hands have torn. 
Was but a cheat — an artifice — a ju^ler'a trick ! 
■ I should be angry now 



IN LOVE. 63 

That she has dared to mock me thus! but no; 
I love that courage which could cancel fraud. 
And fear not to offend. There she moves along, 

[regarding her 
As do the Pleiades — in graceful round ! 
No violence of action ; no rude mirth 
Like those around her; no familiar looks. 
Nor vulgar claspings of each stranger-hand! 
She dances like a young and innocent child, 

With a child's feelings 

I cannot linger here — 
I'll take the Bride, and, as my usual wont, 
Whisper soft nonsense to a willing ear. 

ILucifer goes forward and talks to Margaret, who 
listens very readily to him ; is led by him to the 
dance. Paulo looks uneasily after her ; and the 
Scene closes. 
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Scene — Lucifer and Count Lindorf in the Chateau of the 
latter. 

Lucifer, haughtily, 
I 've called at your request ; name quick the purpose 
Which urged you to enforce it — what JB your pleasure? 

LiMDOBF. 

YoD held a certain document laet night, 
Si^ed by this hand in hour of wildest frenzy^ 
It is destroyed — and by a maiden's love ; 
For had she been iudiiferent, that bond 
Had still been in thy power to execute, 
And I had been thy slave: now I am free. 

LociFBfi, coolly. 
Was it for this yoa ui^ed my presence here, 
Witli 9o much warmth, it could not be denied f 

LiKDORF. 

It wae to tell thee, that this house, these lands, 
For centuries belonging to my sires, 
Arc piisaed to other hands — they all are thine ; 
And leadily I yield them to the man 
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Who won them, and much greater stakes at Florence; 
Here are the writings, Sir, they are your own. 

Lucifer, surprised. 

There is no evidence to prove your loss : 
Agnes has freed your property and self, 
In scattering to the winds that written scroll. 

LiNDORF. 

She has not torn away remembrance, Sir, 

Nor honour from my heart — my wealth is yours ; 

The thought that she has saved me from worse loss 

Is solace sweet. Possession take of all; 

But meddle not, I pray thee, with her love, 

Which is mine own. 

Lucifer, sarcasticalh/. 

Have you no stronger proof than what you saw 
At her own house last eve ? I tell you. Sir, 
She would have done the same to save a wasp, 
A toad, or serpent. She loves you not : 
So keep your house and lands, Sir, to console you ; 
I want them not — one smile, one look of hers 
Were worth ten thousand baronies like thine ! 
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LiNDORP, passionately. 
DoBt tfaou aspire then to poeeess her smile ? 
First must this arm of mine be palsied, desd — 
111 not relinquish berl 

Lucifer. 
First shew your claim, 
Your right to yield, or hold her— she is free. 

LiHooRF, snalching up a sword. 
The sword shall settle who has right in her — . 
Defend yourself I 

LnciFBa, drawing. 

With all my heart ; 
I 'm TOtber out of practice, it ia true. 
But have disarm'd some better men than thee. 

[They fight, and Lucifer very quickly disarms Count 
Lindorf, then courteously returns him his sword. 

Luc I PES. 

I seek not human life, 
So keep thine own ; but should I see thee stray 
Near a sweet cott^e, gamish'd round with flowers, 
Wh(!i-e late we met, I'll give, with right good will. 
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To my Lord Count, a lesson in the art 
Of fencing he shall ne'er forget— adieu ! 

[Exit Lucifer. 

LiNDORF. 

Baffled ! insulted ! madden'd by this man 

Without a name ! my house and land his gifts ; 

Sure it were better to get rid of life 

Than hold it on such terms ! 

[ Takes up a bottle of wine, 
I '11 drain it all> 

For wine gives courage to endure misfortune. 

[Exit Lindorf, 
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Scene — the Cottage of Patdo and Margaret ; Ursula sitting 
in a comer spinning; and Margaret stands dressing 
herself in a mirror. 

Margaret. 

He said he'd come at eve ; 
Why tarries he ? This ribbon is too bright, 
It makes mj cheek look pale ; yet 'twas his gift. 
Paulo is gone to fetch the red cow home 
This noble Prince has bought us at the fair, 
And two sweet goats for me. This fairing too, 
A dozen yards of ruby-colour'd ribbon ! 
And this bright pin, to fasten up my hair- 
Was that his step ? 

Ursula, tauntingly. 

You rated Paulo, on your wedding-day, 

For wearing ribbons of that gaudy hue, 

To tie his knees and sleeves. You ' ve changed your mind 

Since then I see. They suit you not. 

Margaret, sharply. 

May I not please myself? I hate that buzzing wheel, 

And its perpetual drone within my ears ; 

It makes mc dream of beetles, with black wings. 
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And great cockchafers. You have a room within. 
Where you may spin, or doze, or scold at leisure. 

Ursula, angrily. 

Is this my thanks for all yon press contains ? 
Six pair of household sheets, as white as snow. 
And a whole web besides ! Then there are coverlets, 
With napkins fair. I'll spin no more. 

Margaret, pertly. 

Nor scold, good Grandame ? Come, I '11 lift your chair 
To inner chamber, and your drowsy wheel; 
There you may sit, till Paulo is retum'd. 

Ursula, indignantly. 

Whilst you devour, with false and greedy ear, 
The flattering baits of this same wandering Prince, 
Who plots your ruin. You are my Paulo's wife. 
Or welcome should the tempter take his prize; 
I'd stop you not — but now, I'll sit and guard 
For Paulo's sake, what I myself despise ; 
I'll not go in. 

Margaret, colouring. 

So, you would make a feud, a jealousy, 
Because I wish to thank a noble friend 
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For all the benefits he heaps on Paulo! 
Has he not bought a cow, and 

XJnsvLkf passionately. 

Would that his cow and all his treach*rous gifts 
Were in his windpipe, goring him to death. 
Stopping the honeyed poison of his words. 
I like him not. 

Margaret, soothingly. 

But sure you like his gold ! he promised you 
A pair of glasses for your aged eyes. 
Mounted in silver. 

Ursula, a little calmer. 

He would not buy the Bible that I pray'd ; 
And, oh! how deadly pale his dark cheek shew'd 
When I requested him to read a page 
Within my old one ! How his eye shot fire ! 
He^d better keep away with his soft tongue — 
Or I will fling his hated, heavy purse 
Right at his head. 

Margaret. 
What ! lose the silver crowns ? Paulo would chide. 

Ursula, fervently. 
And I can help him ; well I know the trade ! 
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What ! have I nursed a brat into a man ; 

Fed him with pap ; set him upon his feet ; 

Watch'd by his cradle like a doting thing, 

And cried with joy to hear him lisp my name; 

Rear'd him to manhood, — now to see a snake 

Spawn in the bosom of the wife he loves, 

And bring dishonour on his humble home? 

'No— by my hopes of heaven! We have been poor, 

But with unsullied name : you bear it now, 

And shall not tarnish it for paltry wealth ! 

Margaret, crying, 

I do not mean. Good Grandame, you are cross ! 
He means no harm. You know the Lady Agnes, 
Who is all purity, as angels are, 
Which you have own'd a hundred, thousand times ; 
She talks to him for hours, arid why not I ? 

Ursula, impressively. 
Because she cannot harm: the stars that shine above 
Receive no taint from putrid things of earth. 
Which cause a pestilence to those below them; 
The infant pure, fed at its mother's breast. 
Throws off contagion, though that mother dies : 
Be like to Agnes, and converse at will, 
With men or demon, nought can injure thee 
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Margaret, seeing Lucifbr. 
Prithee no more! our benefactor comes. 

Ursula^ resuming her spinning. 

And I go not. 

[Enter Lucifer j who has been out hunting, and has a 
hag full of game ; he throws them down on the flow. • 

Lucifer. 

I 've brought the fruit of all my morning's toil 
To thee, fair Margaret. — Is Paulo yet return'd? 

Margaret. 
Not yet, my Lord; the distance is so far. 

Lucifer, taking a seat, 
I'll wait till he return. — Still spinning, Ursula! 

Ursula, sharply. 

Yes, yes ; the wheel goes round, and life's the flax : 
There's little left upon my distaff now! 

Lucifer. 

I've not forgot the promise that I made; 

Here, try these spectacles, they'll suit your eyes. — 
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Ursula, sharply, 

I can see clear enough, my Lord, without ; 

Too clear. More than I like, these eyes can ken. 

Margaret. 

Nay, put them on. How red the glasses are ! 
Let me look through them. — 

Lucifer, snatching them away from her. 
They were not made for youth — 

Ursula, sarcastically. 

Nor yet to heal the sight of age, my Lord ! 
I see too well, so you would seek to blind ; 
I read your purpose in your own false eyes ! 

Margaret to Lucifer. 

You must not mind our Grandame; she is curst 
With a sharp tongue. These partridges are fine ; 
And this cock-pheasant with its ample tail ! 
See, Grandame, this brave hare ! — 

Ursula. 
It has a cloven foot; beware, beware! 
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Lucifer, hesitating. 
All hares have such. — 

Ursula, regarding one of his feet. 
All men have not. Who measured you for boots ? 

Lucifer, confused. 
One who has made for me full twenty years ! 

Ursula, still looking at Lucifer^ s feet. 
Say twenty thousand! — and they wear not outf 

Lucifer, stammering, hut recovering himself 

Oh! my club-foot! — Tis now become the fashion! 

All poets have them; Scott and Byron wrote 

Much better, having each such mark and sign 

Of their high ancestry — their common Sire 

Was the first Poet ever known on earthy 

The Father of all Lies — for Poetry 

Is but a Lie dress 'd up in colours gay, 

To make it more attractive ; I 'm a Poetr 

And therefore^ have a foot that's rather splay f 

Ursula. 
*^ Splay y^ call you it? — 'tis like a camel's hoof; 
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Though polish 'd up to look like Noble's boot 
Of latest mode ! 

Margaret. 

Are you a poet, Sir? I 'm glad of that ! 
Good Grandame, do not taunt the gentleman 
About his foot — you have a nose and chin 
Might thread a needle 

Ursula, much offended. 

They were not always so, young prate-a-pace; 
But had a set of comely teeth between, 
The railing round this mouth, now broken down ; 
You might have spared me this. I say again, 
They were not always so 

Lucifer. 

Nor was my foot for ever of this shape j 
/ got it by a fall! 

Margaret. 
From horseback, Sir? 

Lucifer, confused. 

No — from a ladder high, on which I climb*d 

To reach a— — 

f2 
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Margaret. 

A bird's nest, 1*11 be sworn. I recollect 
Our Paulo, years ago, half broke his neck 
To get a linnet's nest of chirping young 
His Margaret fancied. 

Ursula. 

The greater fool was he! Where stays he now? 
I fear some mischief to the simple lad, 
In coming from the fair. 

Margaret, rising. 

I'll go and meet him. 

Lucifer. 
I '11 bear you company. 

Margaret, going. 

1 thank you. Sir. 

Ursula, throwing down her wheel. 

And I will hobble too. You go not hence, 

My Paulo's wife, to lean upon his arm, 

And have the breath, hot as a blacksmith's forge, 
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Of this fine gentleman, to mix with yours, 
And breed a fever in a matron's veins. 

Margaret, affectedly laughing* 

A matron ! That is droll. 
A matron of eighteen! 

Ursula. 

YouVe knelt before the altar, wilful girl! 

Have there been consecrated by pure vows 

To one man's love. You are a matrony then. 

And should eschew, as some unholy thing, 

All glance of eyes that shed impurity — 

All touch of hands that throb with guilty passion — 

All contact that might taint a matron's honour ! 

Lucifer, sneering. 

You might have lived a thousand years ago ! 
These sentiments are out of fashion quite. 

Ursula. 

They have been worn by me these fourscore years, 
And are as fresh as new — our Lady Agnes 
Wears them unsullied ; they become her well ! 
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Margaret, much affected. 

Mother, they do — and would that I were not 

The flippant, thoughtless being, which I am ! 

I will not walk — but 'tis no harm to hear 

A verse or so of sweetest poesy, 

To pass the time till Paulo finds his way 

Home to his cottage. Whilst I pick these birds, 

To dress for supper, be so kind, my Lord, 

As you're a poet, chant us forth a verse. 

Spun from your Lordship's brain. — 

Ursula, grumbling to herself. 

Ay, birdlime all the twigs to catch our jay ! 
There's nothing snares a silly woman's heart 
Like jingling rhyme I I'll watch them well. 

Lucifer. 
Shall it be grave or gay? 

Margaret, taking up the birds to pick. 
Just at your pleasure. Sir, 

Lucifer. 
I'll give you one that's made upon the spur 
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Of this occasion — quite a true impromptu; 
Not studied long before — ready for shew, 
liike the Opossom's young) born, and conceal'd 
Till opportunity occurs to bring them forth. 

Lucifer's Song — addressed principally to old Ursula. 

THE WITCH. 

Old witches, you know, are all able 

On broomsticks like horses to ride, 
So she took her lean nag from its stable. 

And mounted its carcass astride : 
No baiting it wanted, nor groom, 

As it bore her aloft in the air ; 
I saw the old witch on her broom. 

Near a place — but I'U not tell you where. 

I'll not tell you where. 

" Pray, what is your errand?" said I, 

As she knocked very loud at my gate ; 
" I have brought you some fresh soles to fry," 

She answer 'd, " so don't make me wait." 
We both set to dressing the fish; 

And we fried them with skill and with care. 
They made a most delicate dish 

For a table — I don't tell you where, 

I don't tell you where. 
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We pick'd of the soles every bone. 

And as soon as our dinner wa9 o'er; 
Cried the witch, " If you'll let me alone, 

I '11 bring to your pan plenty more: 
But if you will^A in my sea, 

You will spoil all my sport, I declare ; 
You should cook, but leave fishing to me, 

For our table" — I need not say where. 

I need not say where. 

No drink in the house had we got. 

Our mouthe like an oven's were dry ; 
The frying of soles made us hot, 

So I journey'd with her through the sky: 
I sat on her lean horse's tail; 

She spurr'd him till blood came, I swear; 
We Itrng'd for a gallon of ale, 

At ihe sign of — 'tis no matter where. 

'Tis no matter where. 

At length, we arrived at an inn, 

Call'd " The Twins" by the people on high; 
But the: Sun had drank up all the gin. 

And the barrel of ale was quite dry; 
We rode to " The Lion," and " BuU," 

And then to " The Crab," and " The Bear," 
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The tap-rooms in all were quite full, 
No drink could be got anj-where ! 

Could be got any where, 

** Back, back to the earth/' cried the witch, 

As she spurr'd on her thin wooden steed; 
Who threw us both into a ditch, 

With tad-poles, and frogs, and duck-weed : 
But so thirsty were we, and so hot, 

That we drank from that ditch in despair; 
She swallow 'd a toady and died on the spot, 

And was carried — I '11 not tell you where. 

I '11 not tell you where. 

But I'm alive, you plainly can see, 

For I'm sitting quite well at your side; 
The broom of the witch belongs now to me. 

Old lady! I'll give you a ride; [To Ursula. 

We'll go to the sole-frying place, 

I'll take you quite safely, I swear; 
They '11 think you the witch by your form and your face, 

And keep you — I will not say where, 

1 will not say where, 

Ursula, very angrily. 

This you call Poetry I I thank you, Sir, 

For offer of a ride. Had I your witch's broom, 
I'd lay it soundly on your back. Your song 
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Resembles much my humming-wheel, 
With leBB of profit. A ballad-singer's drone 
Were music exquisite to this vile trash, 
Set to more miserable verse. 

Lucifer, laughing. 
And what says pretty Margaret to my song ? 

Margaret. 
It is not to my taste — it may have worth, 
But not to me. I deem'd you better poet. 

Lucifer. 
I '11 try again. 

Ursula, peevishly* 

I 'm weary of such trash — where tarries he. 
My only hope on earth ? No Paulo comes ! 
And such a caterwauling here ! 

Lucifer to Margaret. 
What say you to a love-song? One I learn 'd 
In Sicily. A youth thus spoke at eve, 
To a fair maid, he ne'er till then had seen. 

Lucifer's Song.* 

These eyes one moment only know thee. 
See thee, Rosa, young and fair; 

* This song is set to music by Signor Lanza. Publisher, Chappe], 

Bond Street. 
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Yet this heart could plainly shew thee, 
Thine own image graven there; 

Thou to me, love ! art no stranger. 

From my boyish days I've seen thee. 

Vision of my heart, my brain ! 
Many objects came between thee, 

Still thy form returned again; 

Thou to me, love ! art no stranger. 

Was this dream then all illusion, 

Splendid vision of the past ? 
No — that smile is not delusion ; 

Fancy's dream, through life shall last ! 
Thou to me, shalt be no stranger ! 

Margaret, much delighted. 
That's something like a song ! And did they wed ? 

LuciFEB, saroastioally. 

Ay, marry did they. I gave the bride away; 

And took her too, before the year was out — [aside 

But here comes Paulo, with his cow and goats. 

Marqaret, looking ouU 
A lovely brindled cow ! and what sweet goats ! 
Good Grandame ! prithee come —here, take my arm. 
Let us go welcome Paulo ! 
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Ursula, taking her arm. 
I 'm glad the boy's return 'd — he is my all ! 

Margaret, kindly. 
Not all ! Have / not minded you ? I did not go. 

Ursula, with some kindness. 

Why yes; — 
Thou hast a heart I see, which wants a guide, 
Or it will shipwreck'd be. In sooth it is 
A pretty cow ! 

Lucifer. 
I'll leave you now — ^ladies, farewell! — 

Ursula to Lucifer. 

Fine lords like you, are never over fond 

Of husbands* presence, when they chance to have 

A pretty wife. 

Lucifer, aside y and going. 

She's hit it to a nail. There's nought so sharp on earth 
As women who have cut their wisdom teeth, 
And worn them to the stumps — they'll match the devil ! 

[^Theg all go out, and the Scene closes. 
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Scene — Agnes in her Garden reading ; a large Serpent crawls 
out from a bed of flowers^ and erects its head just before 
her. She takes a small basin of bread and milk from her 
side. 

Agjnes^ to the Serpent, 

So, thou art come ! 
And with that brilliant eye art asking me, 
For thy accustom 'd meal. Have patience, Lama ! 
'Tis yet too hot. Have perfect /ai7^ in me, 
That for thy good, thou knowing not the cause, 
I thus deny thee food thou'rt craving for — 
Teach me a lesson. All things have a time 
For their completion. The bud must slowly grow, 
Ere it expands into the full-blown flower ! 
To force it open, with a hand profane. 
Were premature — would spoil the process 
Of nature's certain work, and bring deformity; 
Then let me wait, as thou dost, gentle Snake, 
For thy good supper — wait till the thing I wish 
Is ready to be granted. 

There, thy milk is cool, 
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So oome and feed ; but not so fast as that; 

Or I will pat thee with this silver spoon. 

There ! all is gone; take every little crumb, 

Then hie thee back into thy flowery bed, 

Grateful in being happy. Thou wilt not go ? 

Why then, twist up thy long and glossy form 

Into a coil or knot, here at my feet, 

Paying me back with simple confidence, 

Most eloquent^ that kindness shewn to thee; 

Yes, thou art safe. Could I destroy thee now, 

Afler this tacit contract we have made, 

I should be what thy foes declare of thee, [She muses. 

Most treacherous. All things 

Are what we make them. Did I affront him then^ 

By dancing with Count Lindorf on the sward 

At Margaret's wedding? Did I anger him 

By tearing up that silly, juggling parchment. 

Keeping in awe a superstitious mind ? 

No — I beheld his melancholy smile, 

As the winds bore each fragment, as in scorn 

Of such base counterfeit. [She takes up a hook. 

What says this book ? 
Methinks 'tis common-place. Old thoughts worn out, 
Vamp'd and new polish'd, just like water stale, 



IN LOVE. 85 

That has been drawn from fountain months gone by. 
— Give me the sparkling source, just bubbling up 
From the deep centre. 1 cannot read this book. 

[ Throws it aside, 

I like not crowded rooms ; 
The air grows foetid with unwholesome breaths. 
Give me the freshness of a scene like this ; 
I am not breathing what has been exhaled 
By other lungs. I like not worn-out thoughts 
Put forth by thousands, and in common use. 

[She sighs* 

There was the charm in him ; 
His strange discourse, at least had novelty. 
It was his own, and not the scraps and bits 
That have been toss'd about fram mind to mind, 
Till they are nauseous. He has relapsed^ I fear : 
Gone back into his dark, original night, 
And all my hopes are lost. 

[ The Serpent raises up its head and hisses* 

Art thou disturbed by dreams? Perchance, 'tis so ! 
But I have visions when sweet sleep shuts out 
This outward world, which speak to me of God, 
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And take me to his presence. No sinful thought 
Can then approach the temple of the soul^ 
Since it is closed to every human sense ; 
I neither see^ nor hear, like thing of time. 
But then am Being of Eternity ! 

[ The Serpent hisses more. 

What ! hissing still ? 
Thine eyes dart fire 1 thy crest is fierce erect ; 
What dost thou fear, or hate ? 

Some one approaching? Yes, 'tis so; 
I hear the sound of feet. How quick thy sense ! 
Keener hy far than mine. There, get thee hence ; 
We'll meet to-mon*ow eve. 

[ The Serpent glides into the flotver^bedy and Lucifer 
makes his appearance at some distance. 



Agnes, solus^ and quite joyfully. 

Then he is come at last ! 
I feel the heart must have some resting-place, 
Some interest not its own, or it would break ; 
Else would it cease to be a human one, 
And change its nature. Slowly he walks ! 
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Oh that he would look up to yon bright sky^ 

And not thus gaze upon the things below ! 

Those downcast eyes are types of his sad state, 

Moumfol, and unconfiding. He is here ! — 

I'm very glad you're come. 

[She speaks cheerfuUy to him. 

Lucifer. 
Those words have shot a ray into my soul. 
Of momentary joy. Dost thou feel glad, 
That hast such right to loathe^ .and to contemn me? 
Dost thou not hate me, since thy hand destroy'd 
That parchment-scroll, detecting its intentt 
And all its fallacy? 

AoNESy with kindness, but seriously. 
That bond gave no new proof that thou hadst sinn'd : 
I've read the record of Man* s History 9 which attests 
Enough of that. I feel I hate all crime, 
But not the criminal. Those err, who say 
** Firtve should execrate the child of vice;** 
— It should not be so. The greater is the sin. 
The greater the compassion for the sinner 
Glows in my heart. He has most need of pity. 
The farther off he wanders from his God! — 
Where hast thou been since last we met ? 

G 
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LirCIFBR. 

I cannot lie to thee. 
Fearful I bad offended beyond hope, 
Tbee, my first friend, I backwards, fell to evil. 
My usual wont I've tried each subtle art 
Upon the pretty bride (whose dower I gave), 
To draw her from her simple husband's love. 
To toy with me. I've made her presents, flatter'd. 
And 

AoNES, very faintly* 

Say, did she fall ? oh, answer me I 
False Lucifer ! It was not well to tenipt this child, 
My foster-sister ! My loved, my pretty Margaret ! 
My humble friend ! That laughing eye, that lip, 
Where dimples revelled ! Is she lost, and wretched ? 
I must go comfort her. Farewell ! 

[Agnes is going, 

LuciFSR, solemnlyy amd siaying^ her. 

She needs no comfort, Agnes ! 
Those who resist temptation, have within 
A soft approving voice, which bids them ^^on! 
Achieve fresh victory! " Each conquest gives them strength. 
As soldiers who have won in battle-field. 
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Feel their own prowess, and rush on to win : 
She is beyond my reach. 

Aqvbs, fervently^ again seating herself* 

Thanks to the Guardian of the good and pure ! 

But sit thee down, and let us freely talk 

On this thy late attempt. Conceal no thought, 

For that were vain, seeing thou hast confess'd 

Thyself the author of all ill. Hast thou indeed a joy, 

Sickly and craving, to engender woe. 

As madmen love to cut themselves with knives. 

Regardless of the pain their own flesh suffers ? 

I fain would know the source of acts like thine. 

Since thy first fall. Perchance to find some ease. 

Some healing halsam for thy hapless state, 

In thine own nature, once so bright and pure. 

Now cover'd with the leprosy of sin — ^'Tis vain, 

There is no cure but from the Son of God ! 

[Lucifer, throwing himself on his knees before Agnes, 

Yes, I will answer thee. 

Elneel at thy feet, if so thou give me leave, 

And bare before thee all my wayward soul, 

Claiming thy pity. Look upon me thus, 

As thou dost now, so loving, yet so pure ; 

So anxious to reclaim ; so full of hope ; 

g2 
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I feel myself less reprobate and vile, 
Since I can love perfection. Hear me then ! 

AoNESy seeking to raise him. 

Kneel not to me — ^yet, if that attitude 
Be type of bowing down thy stubborn pride ; 
If thou canst pour thine inward feelings out. 
Better, whilst thus thy body bends to earth. 
Keep kneeling still. No matter outward forms ; 
Let me behold thy spirit, face to face. 

Lucifer, stUl kneeling. 

Then here 1*11 kneel. I'll gaze into thine eyes ; 
Feel like an infant with its tender mother. 
And tell thee what no human ear has heard. 
The nature of my feelings, and my state. 

"Have I a joy 
In working mischief?" Thus thy question ask'd ; 
Alas ! / have no joy, no peace. E'en now. 
Beneath the blessed influence of eyes 
Distilling soft compassion, like the dew 
On parch'd-up flow'ret — I have the withering thought 
That absent from thee, all my sin returns. 
My burning thirst to work perpetual woe ! 
Agnes, attend: 
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Beings must act, when they depart from good; 
They have no power to stay in quietude; 
They either must go on, or retrograde; 
Repose and calmness, are to them quite lost; 
Passivity is fled. Once set in action, 
By their own headstrong wilU they cannot stop, 
Butrestlessj full of anguish, craving^ wHd, 
They must do something, whether good or iU, 
TUl made regenerate, when they once more find 
Tranquillity, that passeth joy, within the sphere 
Of the Eternal, whence all Being flows. 
— This unappeased, and most wretched whirl, 
That cannot rest one moment in their course, 
Is what the damned feeL IWe tum'd my back 
Upon the great primeval Source of Good, 
In seeking greatness, knowledge out of Him, 
So must do evil, since I needs must do 
Somewhat, or be annihilate — this is my curse. 

AoNEs, with much fervour. 

But canst thou not return ? tread back the path 
From which thy feet have wander'd years on years ? 
Then every act (since thou canst not remain 
Inactive till arrived within the blessed port 
Where universal, holy calm prevails) — 
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Then every act will have a winged hope 
To cheer thee on, and welcome thy approach 
Towards that home thou hast deserted long ; 
Each step will bring thee nearer, nearer still; 
And though thy pilgrimage may last for ages, 
(For thou hast wander 'd far) thy road is plain — 
Thou shalt, poor Prodigal ! arrive at last. 

Lucifer, moumfaUy. 

Man has a shining light, a beacon fair. 
Pointing the road to Paradise — for me, 
No Saviour died. 

AoNEs, with great animation. 

He died for ally who wish, and seek Salvation. 
I tell thee, aU created things have sinned; 
There 's not a star, however bright it glows, 
But what is peopled with imperfect Beings, 
All needing a redemption. Fear not, then ; 
Each has a Spirit of evil, like to thee. 
Which must be crucified, and die.-*- 
Thou shalt begin. Look at these flowers; 
The sun*s hot beams have drank their moisture up, 
They water need, or the poor coloured things 
Must perish. Go — commence thy work; 
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Be of some service to these drooping plants^ 

And I will help thee — ^^is a first step to good. 

Despise not thotf such task, as far benealh 

A mighty angePs notice: 'twas the employ 

Of onr first hufnfian angeUf ere they &U 

From howers of Eden^ tending fruits and flowers, 

[^Lucifer takes a watering-pot and begins to workj 
whilst Agnes assists Tiim: he discovers in the 
bed the Serpent, and is going to destroy it; 
she restrains him, 

AONBS. 

Stay thy rash hand! 
What hast thou, Lucifer, to do with him ? 
I told thee to do good, and not destroy. 

LuciFEB, regarding the Serpent. 

Behold, he raises high his crested neck ; 
His rainbow skin glows with most vivid dyes; 
His forked tongue and open poisonous jaws 
Proclaim his ire — to thee he's dangerous. 
And for thy safety, I must bruise his head. 

Agnss, sUU folding back his arm. 
Say rather, from thine own desire to slay. 
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Man copies thee in this; he seeks excuse. 
Like thee, to kiU, when he should rather tame. 
The rage thou seest in this speechless thing, 
Has been engendered by thyself — he marks thine eye. 
Hostile and dangerous ; and returns thine ire. 
Behold him now with me. 

{^Jgnes approaches the Serpent, and strokes his 
spotted skin; itfaums upon her, 

Agnes, to the Serpent. 

Be patient, Lama ! 
No one shall hurt thee — shew jne now thy young ! 
A dozen liast thou? thou must then have more food; 
That milk and bread was but enough for thee; 

00 Lucifer, and bid my servant boil 
Another basinfuU to feed this brood; 

Then bring it me. Nay, frown not so! 'tis meet 

Thou shouldst begin to serve a serpent, 

Who borrowed once his form, to tempt mankind! 

Lucifer, proudly. 

Give me some nobler task-— bid me go forth. 
To snatch a glorious vessel from the waves 
Dashing above her deck, freighted with life ; 

1 will obey thee — ^but to feed the spawn 
Of this vile reptile, prithee ask it not ! 



IN LOVE. 95 

m.ONBs^ taking his hand, and looking up to him. 

Is this thine argument? 
Thou talkest now like man — he would be great; 
Confer vast bounties on oppressed states^ 
Make laws for miUionSf study deep policy. 
And play the hero ; but disdains to serve 
The hapless be^ar starving at his door. 
Thou must be humble, or wilt never stir 
A single foot towards the throne of Ood. 
Think not how mean the object, thou shouldst serve ; 
Enough that it requiresy and thou canst give 
Assistance, Go, and fetch the milk ! 

Lucifer aside t and going. 

My proud heart swells to be a reptile's slave! 

Yet, so she bends me to her playful will, 

I dare not disobey. 

[_Exii Lucifer^ 

AoNES, thoughtfully. 

I 've tried him hard ! 
His Stubborn spirit scarce can bend to me, 

« 

Yet do I make him cater to a brood 

Of new-hatch'd serpents— not to use my power: 

The spells that women have o 'er men and spirits, 
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When they are i,^ 

From hi, ,^ ; ""» 'to P»«i.e good. 

»"«. "heb „^ he d,« f^ .^ 

A r.^ ^ ^ *^^^ myself. 

And dare not trust mysGlf in ^k i. 

w.u r« ™yselt, m thought or deed 

Wj*out Thy guidance 1 Never „!ui no. ' 

Felt I such zeal to serve; such interest 

For aught on earth, as for this fallen angel 

Can It be wrong? My conscience whispers '« no," 

So let me trust my Monitor divine, 

And follow up this new and strange delight. 

Of being the Preceptress to „o matter \ 



no matter what. 



■•" uiaii;er 
God brought him into heing— that's enough. 
And I may be the medium which his love, 
Vast as himself, uses to bring him home. 
Each man on earth I know has sacred mission 
To be an instrument of good. There is no wheel 
In the machine, stupendous, of the universe 



IN LOVE. 97 

But has its use — but man mistakes his end ; 
And though ten thousand errora still may fail 
To stop the mighty scheme of Providence, 
Yet oft they cause confusion in the parts^ 
And partially destroy the beauteous harmony 
That should be in the whole. I '11 do my part. 

See, he returns ; 
Now could I weep ! to see that haughty form, 
Chafing like unbroke steed against the bit ; 
He marches slowly on ! How his lip curls ! [ To him. 

Now this is kind! 
There, sit thee down; thy task this night's fulfill'd. 
Stir not, or Lama will not dare come forth ; 
She has no knowledge yet, that thou hast brought 
Her children's supper ; confidence will grow, 
Like all things else. I'll shew thee how to call 
This mother'>serpent from her flowery bed. 

[Agnes strikes the basin with the spoon, and the 

Snake puts out its head ; she feeds the young ones, 

and returns to the bench. 



Agnes, looking at the western sky. 
The sun is set. Where now is the past day ? 
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Lucifer. 
Gone to the great abyss, where all must go. 

AONES. 

The day must die ere it be bom again. 
And so must thou and I. 

Lucifer, gloomily, 

I cannot die, 

AONES. 

Ohy say not so— thou diedst when first thou fell ; 

And now a second death thou sure shalt know. 

The death of all thy sin. Then shall there be 

A glorious resurrection from the grave — give me thy hand. 

I tell thee, Lucifer, 'tis cooler far 

Than when I felt it first. Say, canst thou sleep ? 

Lucifer, most gloomily. 

There is another curse ! I see the leaves 
Fold themselves up at the approach of eve ; 
The birds hie home, each to his separate nest ; 
The cattle close their eyes in balmy sleep. 
Whilst I am fever'd with my own wild thoughts, 
And cannot gain one moment of repose. 
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AoNBSy wUh pity. 
What! hast thou never slept? 

LuciFBRy moumfuUjf* 

Mock me not^ Lady, with the name of sleep. 
Could I but lose remembrance of myself. 
What I have been, and what I suiFer now, 
Were it a space no longer than jon moon 
Just peeping from the horizon, takes to climb 
Up to that silver cloud, I'd give a boon 
Might ransom kings. Ay, purchase worlds ! 

AoNES, inquiringly. 
Can spirits sleep? Inform me of their nature. 

Lucifer. 

In heaven they surely do, 
And have their Sabbaths also ; but I scom'd alike 
The sofl refreshment angels love so well. 
And broke the Sabbath, that the Uncreate 
Enjoin'd on all. No Sabbath now I know. 
No sweet forgetfulness ! — 

AoNEs, with energy, 
— / tell thee thou shall sleep this very nighty 
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For thou hast done two offices of good; 

Water'd these thirstj plants, and fed a serpent. 

Lucifer^ despondrngly. 

I fed the Snake sorely against my will ; 
No merit there I claim ; but for the plants 
I felt some pleasure, as I saw the flowers 
Drink the cool stream. / did not envy them. 
But thought 'twas pity things so beautiful 
Should perish with long drought. 

AoMES, encouragingly. 

Thou hast done more of good 
Than willingly to feed a serpent's hissing brood ; 
TJu>u hast not arrogated to thyself 
A virtue that thou didst not own, and this 
Is highest virtue* Thou art on thy road, 
With fleetest steps, back to thy royal home ; 
I'll try and charm to sleep that mournful eye; 
Lie down upon that bank. Now view the stars 
"Start (so it seems) to being, one by one ; 
Watch that fair moon — it scarcely seems to move, 
And yet how silently it winds its way 
Amongst its sister-worlds, knowing its path. 
As if it saiPd by charts and compass true, 
Midst the blue ocean, where it voyages ! 
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Najy do not speak ; 
Nor think of anything but stars, and moons ; 
Strive not to count them ; I 'li do that for thee. 
And tell thee the amount of them to-morrow. 
I'll sing thee now a song, with simple tune. 
One that my mother taught me when a child : 

SONG OF AGNES. 

SONG TO THE MOON. 

(Agnes chooses a IvUahy tune, lowering her voice towards 

the end.)* 

Take care, Lady-Moon, of your jeweb so bright, 

You leave them about on your carpet of blue ; 
Some thief may creep in at the dead of the night, 

Whilst you take a nap, and just pocket a few. 
Those wandering comets, who come from afar, 

Like our gipsies on earth, they may live by their wits; 
I fear, Lady-Moon ! if you lost some bright star, 

You would fret yourself |)flfe, and go into Jits ! 

Be advised then, sweet Lady-Moon I 

Your diamonds are scattered in heaps on your floor, 
"Whilst you seem quite careless of treasures so rare ; 

I wish you would put a new lock on your door ; 
Or send for a watchman or two, to take care. 

* This song also is composed, and to be had at Chappers«» 
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Only think, should you lose all your sparklers so bright. 
No longer the Queen of the Heavens you *il be ! 

And now, Lady-Moon ! I must bid you good night. 
My eyes are so sleepy I scarcely can see : 

But take my advice, Lady-Moon ! 

Agnes, who gradually leaves off singing, whilst Lucifer 

falls into a disturbed slumber. 

Thank heaven ! he sleeps — O Blessed Influence ! 
Take to thy care his dark perturb'd spirit. 
And let it breathe awhile celestial air ! 
Bathe its hot nature in refreshing dews. 
And let him dream of pardon from his God! 

Seraphic Sleep ! 
No being ever yet was hush'd by thee. 
But what drew nurture from thy peaceful breast 
To body and to mind — ^lapp'd in thine arms. 
Temptation cannot touch nor passion injure! 
The man becomes an infant once again. 
Without experience, artifice, or pride ; 
The memory, too, of all things pass'd away. 
As though they ne'er had been. 

[Lucifer moans in his sleep* 
Alas ! not so with him. 
The pains and penalties of ages past 
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Haunt him I see in sleep; yet something's gain'd, 
That God's pare angel, beatific Sleepy 
Has not rejected this poor fallen-one. 

A misty wreath 
Is rising from the earth ! The night-breeze stirs ! 
The owl proclaims that night is coming on ; 
And beetles whirl about with heavy wing ! 
Were he who slambers there of hwman birth. 
And liable to human ill, these evening damps 
Might chill his blood, and cramp his mortal frame ; 
But danger cannot be where all is woe, 
So I will leave him. 

[Agnes is going, but returns and looks upon him. 
And yet methinks, 
Bearing the form of man, he should, like man 
Be treated. 1 11 fetch my father's military cloak, 
Impervious to the vapours of the night, 
And spread it o'er him. 

\^Agnes goes and fetches the mantle j and after gently 
covering up Lucifer, she retires, saying, 
A soldier often sleeps in battle-field. 
Less unprotected from the cold night-air. 
Farewell then, till to-morrow. 

The world would blame me did they know what care 
1 take for one so full of crimes ; but those 
Most sick need it the most. Father, forgive ! 
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Scene — a banqueting Room at the Castle of Count Lindorf. 
Lucifer seated amongst the Guests. 

Count Lindobf. 

The blood of grape is richer far than man's, 
And makes it circulate with kindly warmth ; 
Pass round the golden goblet, crown'd with flowers. 
Emblem that beauty lovcth gen'rous wine ! 

[To Lucifer • 
You taste not, Sir ! your lip disdains the cup, 
As doth your mind, our gay and wild discourse ! 
Both should be willing to partake our joy. 

Lucifer, courteously. 

Pardon, my Lord ! I am not often thus ; 
But I have had a long and dismal dream. 
As yesternight I slept in lady's bower. 
And its remembrance weighs my spirits down ; 
I'll shake it ojff. 

One of the Guests. 
A dream in lady's bower should be of love! 
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Another. 
Ay, joyous, thriving love ! 

Count Lindorf. 
In lady's bower! You slept in lady's bower? 

Lucifer, coolly. 
Yes, my good Lord ! I am no idle boaster. 

\st Guest. 

It seems no wonder that this foreign lord 
Should have so blest a lodgment ^ all must own 
He is a man made for a lady's bower ; a proper man; 
But wherefore he should have a '^ dismal do'eairC* 
In such sweet home, astonishes indeed ! 

Lucifer. 

Foul dreams will oft intrude in Princes' chambers. 
Whose doors are guarded by a host of slaves ; 
Nor is the perfumed couch of loveliest dame 
Safe from their hateful entrance. Bolts and bars 
Cannot exclude their influence malign ; 
Nor drug, nor charm. They creep invisible 
Into the very brain, and set it working ', 

H 2 
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They are not of the earth, nor yet of heaven ; 
But, like the fahled Sylphs, and eastern Peril, 
They float between, for ever on the wing. 

Count Lindobf to Lucifer, angrily. 

Sir, you have sought to mystify my question. 
By specious words, on dreams and airy nothings ; 
I ask'd you if you slept in lady's bower ? 

Lucifer, coolly. 
And if I did, why should it anger you ? 

2d Guest, conceitedly. 

Or any man on earth ? Each has his chance, 
And if this Lord and I are fortunatcy 
More than Count Lindorf, let him try to mend 
His luck next time, not envy that of ours ! 

Guests, many together. 
'Tib fairly said. Pass round the mantling bowl. 

Count Lindorf, uneasily. 

Pardon me, friends ; let this same stranger here 
Simply declare it was not in that bower. 
Where she I love resides, he passed the night, 
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And he is welcome to each bower besides. 
Throughout this kingdom. 

Many Guests, iumuUuausly laughing. 
Not so ! not so ; we all object to that ! 

Lucifer, haughtily to Lindorf, and ironically. 

No right, my Lord, hast thou, or any here, 
To give, or to withhold, just at his pleasure, 
Permission where a free-born man like me 
Should pass his nights ; but I'll be courteous ; 
(Though not inclined to boast of ladies' favours), 
I '11 satisfy his Lordship, since he asks it. 
Within the pleasant garden of fair Agnea^ 
Reclining on a sofl and verdant couch, 
Made sweet by thyme and tender violets, 
I all entranced lay. 

Count Lindorf, furiously^ and rising. 
By her permission ? Only say by that ! 

Lucifer, proudly^ and with 'provoking coolness, 

I am no robber, lurking in men's grounds. 
With low-bom purpose. That sweet lady's hand 
Threw o'er my person, seeing that I slept, 
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Her father's mantle; *ti8 the one I wore 
Here to thy feast ! — *tis lying in thine hall ! 

Count Lindorf. 

I '11 not helieve it 'Tis a foul-mouth'd slander ! 
Her father's cloak ! Impossible ! 

One of the Guests. 

'T will soon be proved. I'll go and fetch the cloak. 

[He goes out, and returns with the military cloaks 
belonging to General Meister, the father of Agnes. 

Count Lindorf, turning very pale. 

There is some fraud. She would not^ dare not spread 
This mantle, which her noble Father wore. 
Over this 

LuciFERy with haughty coolness. 
Nay, finish out your speech. Give me a name ! 

Count Lindorf, fearfully, and shuddering. 

A Lawyer, then ! A writer in strange parchments. 
You know I met you many years ago. 

Lucifer, disdainfully. 
I have good cause not to forget. You sign'd a bond, 
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In lieu of payment for some debts at play^ 
Which a fair lady, out of wanton sport. 
Tore into fragments. So you pay your debts ! 

Many Guests. 
Can this be true ? 

Lucifer. 
Does he deny the charge ? 

Count Lindorf, trembling with passion. 

He play'd me foul ! He is a worthless knave ! 
He has refused my payment ! he 

Guests. 
Why is he here ? Why ask him to your board ? 

Count Lindorf, in a passion. 

He is a swindler, and a cheating knave ! 
A vile impostor ! full of fraud, and lies I 

Guests, in commotion. 

Why ask him here ? What is this stranger^s name ? 
How did you know him ? 

Count Lindorf, very passionately. 
He wore a well-cut coat; a dashing air ! 
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A diamond pin^ and linen white as down ! 
Then his whole figure had patrician look ! 
Men drest in such a stjle, may go at will. 
Unto the court^ or take a knife and fork 
At any board they choose. Stand by me^ friends; 
He stole that cloak from lovely Agnes Meister, 
And now has slander 'd her ! 

LuciFERy very calmly* 

You must support this charge; are bound to do it. 
I will confront you in that Lady's presence, 
With proper witnesses. 

Several Guests. 
That is but fair. We will see justice done ! 

Others. 
Let us first drink our wine ! 

Another Guest. 

What fools we are to quarrel o'er our cups ! 
Confound the cloak, the lady, and the 



Lucifer and Count Lindorf. 
Revoke the last. Unsay about the lady. 
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Guest. 
With all my heart. I'll give her for a toast ! 

Another, provokingly. 

And I will drink it ! She's a lovely girlj 
This gentleman who wears a dead-man's cloak 
To keep him warm at nights, has, all must own, 
Very good taste. 

Another Guest, nearly intoxicated^ 
Health to sweet Agnes Meister ! 

Another. 
And him she loves — and covers with a cloak ! 

Count Lindorf, furiously. 
She never cover 'd him, — let us away ! 

Some of the Guests. 

I will not hudge whilst wine is in this cup; 
Health to sweet Agnes, and — her father's cloak ! 

Another, laughing. 
A most convenient thing! — I'll have a cloak. 
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Lucifer to Lindorf^ who offers to take the cloak. 

Vm ready 9 good my lord; I'll bear the cloak. 
The proudest prince that dwells upon this earth 
Shall never wear it^ lay a finger on it. 
Till I return it. Oentlemen, &rewell; 
We'll borrow one or two of your sweet selves, 
To go with us, Lord Lindorf and myself. 
On this cloak-errand, as our witnesses. 

[^Exit Lucifer, Lindorf j and two Gentlemen. 

Guests. 

We must elect a " Vice" — you, Kreutzer, take 
And fill the chair. Let us forget this brawl. 

Kreutzer, taking the chair, 
I'll call on Hettmann, for a jovial song. 

Hettbcann. 

I've lost my voice — we have parted company 
A year ago. A man at Heidelberg 
Has got it now. It may come round again, 
Like penitent mistress, and request admission : 
But I have done with it for ever. 



IN LOVE. 113 



GUBSTB. 

You've got a new one, though. 
Come, we will have a song — no false excuse ! 

Hbttmann. 
I've got a trumpet crack 'd, if that's a voice ! 

GUBSTS. 

All things are crack'd ! there's not a head that's sound, 
Or reputation^ if we come to that— your song, 
Your song ! 

Hbttmann's Song to Cupid. 

Do not buzz thy wings around me; 

Do not waste another dart; 
Silly Boy ! thou canst not wound me, 

I wear armour on my heart ! 

I plant this wine-cup there. 

Blunted fall thy shafts around me; 

Go, resharpen every dart ; 
Silly Love ! why seek to wound me. 

With this safeguard on my heart! 

Behold this wine-cup there. 
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Like a stinging bee IVe found thee. 

Ever ready with thy dart; 
Bat thou never more canst wound me. 

With such metal on my heart ! 

This glorious winc'cup there f 

They aU shout out Bravo ! Bravo ! 

Here's to the wine-cup ! 

[^And the Scene closes. 



IN LOVE. 115 



Scene — Agnes and Margaret in the Cottage of the latter; 
Ursula sitting, reading the Bible with her spectacles on, 

Agnes. 
The foreign Prince; you never see him now? 

Mabgarbt. 

Never but once; and then he sat and talked 
With our good Grandame there, like Mr. Miiller, 
Our yenerable priest. She likes him better now. 

Ubsula. 

Not much of that — 
But he knows many things, and has a tongue 
Might charm an angel. He sent me this — 
A splendid Bible. [Shewing her Bible. 

Agnes, aside. 
'Tis a good gift, whatever the giver be ! 

Ursula. 

See what a gorgeous binding has this book; 
Purple and gold ! He told me with a smile, 
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(I did not relish much its dubious meaning) 
'^ So good a book as this said precious Bible^ 
Should have a dress befitting its high worth." 

AgneS; aside. 

This was hypocrisy! He's falling back! 
And all my pains are lost. 

Margaret, looking out. 

The Prince is coming now, and with him noble Lindorf^ 
And two more gentlemen. — They're near the gate! 

Agnes, drawing Margaret towards Ursula. 

What want they here? We'll sit near Ursula; 

Age should be ever like the sturdy tree, 

Round which the young should cling. Thou, Margaret, 

Canst never stand alone. But for this dame, 

Thou hadst been trodden on the ground. 

Margaret, kissing Ursula. 

I know it, my sweet mistress — but in youth 
Thou hast the strength of a majestic oak ; 
Thou dost not need a prop. 

Agnes. 
There is no being, who can stand alone ! 



-n 



s ' 



:% 



IN LOVE. 117 

We lean on others^ like a broken reed. 

And down we sink. There is no ffrop but God! 

But they are here. 

[Enter Lucifer, Lindorf^ and two Gentlemen. 

LUCIFBB. 

We've sought thee^ lady, in thine own domain. 
And tracked thee hither. 

Count Lindobf, impatiently. 

He has thy father's cloak ! say, lovely Agnes, 
Has he thy leave to wear that purple mantle? 
Answer me "iVb," and thy true friend and lover 
Will drag it from his sacrilegious hand, 
In presence of these gentlemen. 

Agnes, with dignity, 

I have no lover, Sir, — need no aid of friend. 
Touching that cloak ; I used it as I knew 
My iather would have done, were he alive; 
I spread it o'er a sleeping stranger's form, 
To shield him from the chilling dews of night. 

[ Turning to Lucifer with much sweetness. 
I trust. Sir, that reposing on the grass. 
Within my garden, has not injured you; 
/ told youy you would sleep. 
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Count Lin dorp, disturbed* 
He pass'd the nighty then^ there by your permission ! 

Agnes. 

Permission! Could I deny to aught who bears 
The human form, what I allow the bii*d, 
The bat, the serpent? — Cleave to close their eyes 
On Nature's bosom! — Yes, he had permission. 

Count Lindorf. 

He has made boast, that in a lady's bower 

He pass'd the night. — You heard him, gentlemen ? 

Gentlemen. 
He said as much, we can't deny. 

AoNES, significantly to Lucifer. 

If he slept well, it was a thing to boast; 

His rest has not been good of late. I trust 

The quiet, and the perfumes of my bower, 

Have wrought a charm which down could not effect ; 

And steep'd his senses in oblivion sweet ! 

Lucifer. 
O Innocence ! how firmly dost thou stand 
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In tliy unsullied robe. Detractors hence ! 
This young and spotless maid not e'en suspectSy 
That wrong could come from action that was right. 

AoNES, with much earnestness. 

Wrong, saidst thou? Does the nightshade berry 

Grow on the stem of rose ? Or tender dove 

Produce the vampire ? Wrong must grow from wrong ; 

And not from deed of kindness. Calumny 

Is ever seeking poison to distil, 

From sweetest flowers ; and failing thus, 

Gives odious names to what it cannot change. 

Virtue is virtue still, in spite of slander. 

Count Lindorf. 

I stand abash'd : oh, dear and peerless maid! 
Take me, and mould me even as thou wilt ; 
Correct my errors; make me, lovely Agnes, 
Worthy of sweet companionship with thee! 
This seems no place for wooing, but I feel 
Such mighty love, forcing my spirit on 
To win such excellence, that publicly 
I make thee offer of my hand and heart. 

< Agnes, 'playfully. 
My Lord, I thank you ; but I pray you learn 
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I have enoQgh of work upon tny hands. 
To mend the faults in my own wayward self. 
Without reforming yours. Nor would I wish to rob 
Yourself of such employ. — This for your first request.— 
When that is done^ — when you can truly say — 
^^ Agnes^ I am become another man ; 
I never gamble,— lose myself in wine,— 
Nor seek poor helpless woman to betray:" 
Why then, Count Lindorf, I will answer you 
Touching the second part of your discourse. 

Count Lindorf, much irritated. 

You are severe. You might have spared me this, 
In answer to proposal made in honour. 
Why jeer me thus? 

My Lord, I have been courteous, gentle, mild, 
In my reply. Shall I speak plainer? 

Count Lindorf, angrily. 

Such courtesy, the Devil himself may have, 
For what I care; I want it not. 

Lucifer, ironically. 

The Devil owes much thanks to you, and all mankind j 
You give him ever what you hate yourselves. 
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Count Lindorf to Lucifer. 

Are you the Devil's Sponsor, that^ in his name, 
You answer for him thus ? 

Lucifer, ironically. 

I may become his heir, and therefore look 
After his goods and chattels ! 

Count Lindorf, sarcastically. 
Having not many of your own to keep I 

Lucifer, ironically also. 

You wrong me there. I 've ample property, 
In every country, that you know not of; 
Plentv of live-stock f 

One of the two Gentlemen, 

Perhaps you are that great Italian Prince, 
Who owns so many flocks of long-wooU'd sheep 
He cannot count them ? I forget his name. 

The other Gentlemen. 

Prince Esterhazy, or I am in fault. 

i2 
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LxTCiFBR, gaily. 

One of my choicest friends; 
I have more sheep than he ! 

Count Lindohp. 
That is another boast. Where feed thy flocks ? 

Lucifer. 

Upon a thousand hills; in many a vale 
They have rich pasture; eat till they are fat, 

And then 

Agses, reproaehfuUs, to Lucifer, aside. 
No more of this, — 
Better to water flowers, and tend on reptiles, 
Than use such vain discourse. You have been kind, 
In purchasing this book for Ursula. 

Maroaret to Agnes. 
He gave me too, a couple of sweet goats, 
And our red cow has calved; 
He's very kind to Paulo, and us all. 

To Lucifer. 

Wai you be pleased to have a syllabub, 
Made from her milk? Your own red cow's. 
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LUCIFEH. 

With all my heart — Count Lindorf, let's be friendsy 
And seat ourselves within yon jasmined porch, 
Partaking rustic fare. You'll join us, lady? 

Agnes to Lucifer, whilst Lindorf, etc, talk to 

Margaret. 

Most cheerfully : pray run, Sir, to my home. 
And bring a china-bowl; the larger one, 
From the top-shelf of the beaufet — and seek, 
On the right-hand, for cinnamon and nutmeg; 
Both you'll find there. I know that they have wine 
And sugar in this house: but don't forget 
The grater J made of sandal-wood, which stands 
Close to the spice ; we want that too. 

Lucifer, asidey to Agnes. 

I'll be your messenger ; do all you ask : 
But send away these odious men I pray. 

Agnes, asidey to Lucifer. 

They are no guests of mine; and if they were. 
They should be welcome to such frothy feast. 
As Margaret and I will straight provide. 
What ! stubborn still ? I '11 send this nobleman. 
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Lucifer^ going, aside, to Aones. 

Not on your errand. Shall I once more sit 
And hold sweet converse with the gentle Agnes, 
In her own bower ? and have no witnesses^ 
Save the bright silent stars ? 

Aones. 
And our two consciences ? Forget not that. 

LuciFERy gloomily^ stUl aside, to her, 
I have none^ lady ; it died when first I fell. 

Agnes^ aside, to him. 

I tell you, no ; 
It cannot die, for 'tis the voice of God ! 
It may be torpid, drugged, and set to sleep 
By stupifying draughts of lengthened sin, 
Producing lethargy for lengthened years ; 
But still its vital principle survives ; 
And, when least thought of, will its soft, still voice 
Be heard in whispers from the depths within ! 

Lucifer. 
You'll promise me? 
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Agnbs^ cheerfully. 

We want the bowl and spices ; 
Away, without conditions — free-will service 
Must I receive, or none. Now, mind the (fraier. 

[Exit Lucifer. 

Maboarst, entering. 

The cow is on the green before the porch j 
The table and the seats are placed within ; 
I have some most delicious cakes, and fruit ; 
But where is Paulo ? 

Ursula, reproachfully. 

You've thought of him at last! 
Methinks 'tis wonder with such gentry here : 
Husbands are in the way, when lords drop in 
To peasants' houses ! Paulo is not needed. 

Agnes to Ursula. 

You wrong her now ; 
And must not vex her young and joyous spirit 
With idle chidings. Come, good Ursula, 
Be cheerful now ; and see, your grandson comes 
To share our rustic feast. 
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Enter Pauhy and after that Lucifer ; the latter with 

howly etc. 



LuGiFBR^ putting down the things on the table, 

I'm almost out of breath. Here are the spices^ 
And the great china-bowl — the grater too. 

Paulo^ looking at the things. 
Call you this spice ? I should not like to taste it. 

Agnes to Lucifer. 

You must go back. This is a lump of rhubarb. 
My dear dead father always used. 

Count Lindorf. 
A pretty thing to flavour milk and wine ! 

Lucifer to Lindorf. 
'Tis your turn next; my breath is well-nigh spent. 

Aon £8 to Lucifer, aside. 

We should ourselves repair the faults we've done. 
You should have looWdy and not have made mistake. 
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Nay, smooth that ruffled brow; you'll sleep to night, 

If you can conquer your impatient spirit : 

Go fetch the spice ! Not with that gloomy air, 

As if obliged to chew that Turkish root. 

And pray be quick — ^the milk is frothing there. 

On the red wine ; the sugar melting &8t, 

And spice is wanting ! 

Lucifer. 
You'll talk to me anon ? 

Agnes. 
Still wanting of a bribe ? 
Here, my good Count, perform for me an errand : 
We want some spice. 

LuciFETi, going, and aside. 

I am in bondage, Agnes, to thy will ; 
No other hand shall do thy bidding, lady. 

Paulo, looking at the frothing syllabub. 

I'm glad of this good cheer, and feel much pride 
In having nobles thus beneath my roof; 
But more, dear lady, that you condescend 
To visit Margaret. 
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Margaret. 
The bowl is running o*er : now, for the spice. 

Enter Lucifer, running, 

I 've brought it right this time. Here's cinnamon, 
And mace, and cloves, and nutmegs ; 
Shall I besprinkle o'er this snow-like mount 
Of froth with aromatic dust? 

AoNES, aside, to Lucifer. 

No, give them me ; 
Thy hand is far too hot to make confections, 
It must do other office. Now will I test 
Thy patience to the uttermost. 

Lucifer, aside. 

It can endure no more, 
Even for thee ! 

Agnes, aside, 

'Tis for thyself, not me, 
I task thee thus. Go feed the hungry serpents ! 

Margaret. 
The syllabub is placed j the glasses ready. 
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Paulo. 

It looks most delicate. Come, Orandame^ move your 

chair 
Close to the porch. Lord Lindorf take your seat i 
And you^ and you. These two we set apart. 
For Lady Agnes^ and the foreign Prince^ 
My benefactor ! 

Agnes to Lucifer, aside. 

You then refuse to go ? 

Lucifer, asidey to Aones. 

Sure this is tyranny ! 
I'll go an hour hence. Not now, not now ! 

Aones, turning away moumfuUy. 

Just as you please. The call of appetite 

No doubt should supersede the voice of pity ; 

Pray take your chair. [She sits. 

Margaret to Lucifer. 

Like you the taste, my Lord, of syllabub ? 
I think this one is perfect, of its kind. 

Count Lindorf and Otheus. 
'Tig excellent ! 
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'PkVLo, eating t to Margaret. 
You have not fiU'd my glass up to the hrim ! 

AoMES to LuciFERi oside. 
You do not eat 

Lucifer, aside, to Aonbs. 

Your eye looks sadly on me, and my heart 

Feels full to bursting. I '11 not taste a drop. 

Until I 'ye been to feed that mother-serpent 

And her young brood, you gave command 

I should attend to, ere I feed myself. 

Agnes, I go. [He rises . 

Margaret. 

You will not leave us thus, 
And not partake the little feast I've made. 
In honour of yourself, my gracious lord, 
For your good cow ? 

Paulo. 

You look disturb'd ? 

Count Li n dorp, jestingly* 

He has forgot, no doubt, some new appointment 
In lady's bower ! 
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AoNES, asidcy to Lucifbr. 

Reflect not twice on any good intent ; 
Like iron at the forge, it should not cool 
Ere it take shape ! 

LUCIFEB to AONBS. 

Sure this is virtue ! 
I leave thy Messed self, and joyous fare, 
To wait upon a venom'd thing I loathe. 

AoNES, stiU aside. 

Is it from fear, or hve^ thou dost this act ? 
Fear to offend, not love for those who need. 

Lucifer. 

Fear, of offending thee. 

AoNES, smiling on him and aside. 

Still there is virtue that thou dost obey : 
But 'tis not great. I will explain hereafter, 
That virtue absolute would leave a feast, 
Enrich'd with every dainty of the world, 
To liberate a fly that hangs in air, 
Entangled by a web of wily spider ; 



] 32 SATAN 

And this from principle of love alone : 
I will explain to thee to-morrow more ! 

Lucifer^ fervently • 

NotVf I am paid indeed ! 

[^Exit Lucifer, 

Ursula to Agnes, aside. 

Beware, sweet lady! there's a poison foul 

In that strange Noble's eyes — look not upon them. 

Agnes. 

I thank thee, my good Ursula ; 
i wiU have care that me they do not harm. 

Paulo. 
He will return I trust, to have his share ? 

Agnes. 

He's gone to see a friend ; one he has known 
For many years; at least, he knew the Father. 

Count Lindorf. 
Where sees he him ? Within this neighbourhood ? 
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Agnes, with simplicity. 
They meet within my garden! 

Margaret. 
Will he not bring him here to eat our syllabub? 

Agnes, amiUng. 

It is a ladfff Margaret, 
With many children, he is gone to meet. 

Ursula, holding up her hands. 

And they come trooping here, 
To meet this gentleman ! His mistress I'll be bound. 
And all her brats ! within your garden, too ! 
Again, I say, ** betpare" — you have no Mother now 
To guide your steps. 

Agnes, kindly. 

But I've a Father j my good Ursula! 
And want no other guide. 

Ursula, impressively. 
You may mistake some other voice for his ! 
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Agnes. 

Impossible ! 
No human sound can whisper soft and low^ 
With such a vital power unto the heart ! 

Ursula. 

Are there not, lady^ superhuman powers^ 
Yet not of God ? The Tempter of mankind 
Takes many shapes ; he borrow'd once the snake's^ 
And now may take the dove's. 

Agnes, fervently. 

Would that he may ! Then evil will be good. 
For those two principles are shadow'd forth, 
Under the forms oi serpent and white-dove : 
Grant that the wily snake may cast his skin, 
And be transformed to Bird of Paradise ! 

\_Scene closes. 
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Scene — Agnes sitting at her Window, with her Lute; the 
Moon shining brightly in, and many Flowers in Vases 
around, 

Agnes. 

Did she not say, " The Tempter of Mankind 

Took many shapes ?" — might seem like peaceful dove 

To work his parpose ? Let me pause awhile, 

And ask the Oracle in God's own shrine, — 

The inner temple of the human heart, — 

To give advice. 

Has he approach'd me in a false disguise, 
This dreaded foe ? Ere tempted me to sin ? 
Has he not rather, like a tender friend, 
Told me his grie& ? then, like a weary child, 
Slept in my presence. To me he is no foe, 
And I will trust him. Foul suspicion, hence ! 
There is more danger in benumbing Doubt, 
Turning the heart into a desert waste, 
A frightful solitude, than converse free 
With the great Prince of Darkness. — 

I'll shun him not. 
Till I perceive there 's mischief in his speech ; 

K 
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So welcome confidence. Now let me touch my lute. 
And banish all forebodings from my soul. 



AONES SINGS. 

In every child of earth, 

There bums a lamp divine 5 
'T was kindled at his birth, 

From a celestial shrine : 
Midst human guilt and woe, 

We scarce its beams can see. 
But oh, what joy to know, 

That quenched it cannot he ; 

His lamp will bum anew ! 

[Enter Lucifer, unseen. 

This Fallen child of heaven, 

Of every joy bereft; 
To him a lamp was given 

That has one faint spark left : 
Midst all his guilt and shame. 

That glimmering spark I see; 
I'll fan it into flame. 

For quenched it cannot he ! 

His lamp will God renew ! 
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liUCiFBRy falling on his knees before Aqnbs. 

t cannot thank thee^ but my spirit proud 
(Too proud, alas I) bends, as now doth my form. 
Before thy blessed presence. Angel of earth ! 
I worship, I adore ! — 

Agnes, compassionately. 

We all do seek Siform, to which we pray ; 

This is idolatry. Yet prayer is good. 

Although addressed to flesh, or wood, or stone. 

In the souVs ignorance; 'tis a stir within. 

Seeking for somewhat higher than itself. 

But thou hast no excuse, for offering thus 

The adoration of thy inward being 

To aught save Him^ thou knowest. Oh ! how well 

To be the prototype of every form, 

By which we strive to reach the One Unknown ! 

Lucifer. 

Let me adore the Maker in his works ; 
Thou art his masterpiece I 

Agnes, rising^ and with anger. 

There spoke the Arch-deceiver. False One, hence I 

k2 



138 SATAN 

Think not with flattery to drug my soul ! 

Thou hnowest that there are ten thousand shapes. 

Myriads and myriads of created spirits^ 

As far beyond the being who now speaks^ 

In excellence and beauty, as perchance, 

I do yon crawling toad. In what do I excel 

That spotted thing, except perhaps in form, 

Which I made not ? His duty is to crawl. 

And seek his food in every swampy fen, 

As he best may ; nor feels he discontent 

That he is not a man, or bright-eyed seraph ; 

Had'st thou been thus, thou had'st not thus aspired 

To be what thy Creator meant thee not, — 

And so lost all. 

[Regarding with pity his agony at her anger. 
Not all — take comfort, Lucifer ! 
And never more offend, or risk the loss 
Of my poor friendship and attempts to serve, 
By smooth-tongued praises, passing my desert. 

Lucifer, stiU kneeling* 

Forgive me, beauteous daughter of the earth ! 
That in my exile from the fields of heaven. 
During so niany ages, I mistpok thy form, thy face, 
Thy innocence, the music of thy voice, 
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For an archangel's ! Love has an alchemy, 

Sought for so long by old philosophers. 

Yet all in vain. They would transmute to gold 

All baser metals : love has found the art. 

That science weeps for finding not. To him who Uwes^ 

The being loved becomes most precious orcy 

Transcending others ; fairest^ brightest, best. 

Throughout the Universe ! 

Agnes, smiling kindly. 

Thou art a subtle pleader, Lucifer, 

And now hast gain'd thy cause. Sit down, 

I fain would question thee on thy high birth. 

Thy glory, and the thoughts that made thee fall. 

Ages before this earth had any form. — 

Relate to me (if so it pain thee not) 

Thy first, new consciousness, when calFd by Him, 

The great Creator of all life, all natures, 

Into the mystery of being ! 

Lucifer, sitting down, 

I will obey thee : — Listen then — 
Upon a sunny slope, encircled round 
With a bright rainbow often thousand dyes. 
Where harps unseen discoursed such harmony 
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As only owns a fragment here on earth, 
I tum'd, and saw a fair and glorious being. 
Twin-born with me, gazing with wondering eyes 
(That smiled with ecstasy — ^that swam in rapture) 
Upon my radiant form ; she was unknown ; 
Her wings were like to shining pearl, but folded up, 
And soft and white. Mine were of green and gold. 
And other colours that you wot not of. 
Changing their hues as they expanded wide, 
And fann'd the odours that around us play'd. 

" And who art thou, so beautiful? " I cried : 

(For language, and intelligence in heaven, 

Is not the growth of years, but like our forms 

Springs into full perfection at our birth). 

" Thou too hast wings, but fairer far than mine ; 

Wilt thou not use them ? Tell me who thou art?** — 

" I care not,** thus replied the beauteous shape, 

** Nor ask thee, who thou art. Enough that I feel blest. 

And have companion here, more beautiful 

Than e'en myself. I am a living joy! 

Beauty and Light ! delicious harmony ! 

And aromatic sweets, bathe all my being : 

I feel as I could fly, but have such bliss, 

Change could not add to, might diminish part 

Of my fond ecstasy. Oh ! do not stir : 
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Poise not those glittering wings, for well I feel 
That I must follow thee the way thou goest. 

Agnes. 

This was the sister then of whom you spoke ; 
Go on — I 'm breathless, as I hear, with interest. 

Lucifer. 

High in the ambient air, I soar*d aloft ; 
She rose beside me, but with feebler wing ; 
Still I ascended — ever by my side, 
That fair wing'd seraph, exquisite in form, 
With hair that floated round her like a veil, 
Kept constant by me. 

AONES. 

Like two butterflies 
On summer's day, skimming o'er beds of flowers, 
Ye must have seem'd at distance ! 

Lucifer. 

At length we came to uncreated space, 
The vast repository of future worlds — 
Materials unemployed; unbless'd with light. 
" Let us return," my bright companion cried, 
'* This place is chill; there is no music here. 
Nor the delights we felt in our bright bower.'* 
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Agnes. 
And did you with her gentle wish comply ? 

Lucifer. 

I did ; but even then, long'd to explore 
The secrets of that mighty magazine. 
Downwards we flew, and gain'd that rainbow bower. 
The cradle of our birth. — 

We were but twain as yet. 
In all the vast domains of beauteous heaven ; 
But soon there rose around, like unto us, 
Millions of happy spirits — none so fair ; 
We were the Gemini ; the morning stars ; 
The favourites of Him who holds the reins 
Of universal government. 

AONES. 

And were you happy then ? 

Lucifer. 

Not quite, for soon I felt a craving void, 

A restless throb, to be the first. I scorned to pay 

Obedience to the Father, thoi^h a son. 

I long'd for power like his \ to call at will 
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Myriads of beings^ from the womb of space. 

And plant ten thousand constellations bright. 

Throughout its fields. I never converse held 

With other angels, save mv sister fiiir, 

Boasting mjself on primogeniture ! 

I loved to soar, she ever by my side. 

Where they could not ascend, and ransack there 

The mysteries, I deem'd might teach my hand 

To make a universey and people it 

With vassals of my own. Such were my thoughts. 

AONES. 

And did your sister-angel know your purpose ? 

Lucifer. 

Not till, with daring hand and lawless will, 

I first essay 'd my work. You've read of ^^ Frankenstein?** 

That was no fabled tale; 'twas drawn from me. 

Amidst the elements of wondrous things, 
I form'd a monster; stole the sacred fire. 
And kindled in it life. My sister scared 
With the incongruous form, by me calPd forth. 
Flew to the bosom of the Uncreated 
And there lay panting like a frighted dove I 
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AONBS. 

Wliat then ensued ? 
The Omniscient all things knows ; 
Was he not angered at thy vast preeumption ? 

LUCIPEB. 

What passes in the bosom of the Deity 
No creature knows, nor what he purposes. 
The measure of my sin was not yet full ; 
For, missing the society so dear 
Of my twin-self, I back return'd to heaven, 
Leaving that monstrous mass of huge deformity, 
To roll and tumble midst chaotic darkness, 
With scarce the rudiments of living being. 
And all devoid of fair intelligence. 
" Art thou returned again to heaven ?" 
Esclaim'd my sister with the silver wings, 
And flew, exulting, to my warm embrace! 

AONES. 

Had you not pleasure then ? 

LnCIFER. 

Yes, for a while. 
TJut when Ambition seizes on the soul. 
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There is no rest. Not all her arguments. 

Her tender pleadings, sweet remonstrances, 

Could keep me from another enterprise; 

Another effort to create, to rule, 

And throw off all allegiance to my King ; 

Forgetful that no atom crowding there, 

In that emporium of the elements, 

I e'en could understand — much less create. 

Agnes. 

No doubt she strove, with words of love, 
To keep you in the path by God ordain'd ? — 
Teach me those words. 

Lucifer. 

That is a cruel task ; 
Those words are to my soul like moulten lead. 
But I obey. Thus spake my seraph-sister : — 

*' Look round, my best beloved ! 

Behold the shining glories of this place. 

Each tree drops precious gum ; each flower emits 

Aroma delicate to charm our sense; 

Music comes forth from every perfumed bower, — 

We know not by what means. The Son of God — 

The Emanation from the Sacred Presence — 
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Is ever with us^ filling us with bliss 

That varies ever, yet is ever perfect. 

What wouldst thou wish to know? what seek to do 

In yonder place, where whirling atoms strive. 

Confused and restless ? where perpetual gloom 

Sits brooding, and discomfort reigns ? 

Thou hast essayed, — and what hast thou brought forth? 

A hideous, shapeless mass of black deformity. 

That I call Sin ! — Oh, leave it ever there, 

Or let it perish, happy in its death ! 

Leave me no more !" 

Agnes. 
And what saidst thou ? 

Lucifer. 

«* And wilt thou not accompany me there?" 
I proud demanded. " Let me go alone ? — 
Is that thy love — thy constancy — thy faith?" 

Agnes. 

Oh, cruel Lucifer, to urge her so ! 
What answer made she ? 

Lucifer. 
She hung about my neck ; gazed in my eyes ; 
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Implored and pleaded; — but she would not soar 
Again to that foul place. She clipp'd one wing. 
Because she fear* d herself — / went aUme! 

Agnes. 
And what achieved? 

Lucifer, trembling. 

I cannot tell thee, ladv ! Strain thy mind 
Unto its greatest limits : nothing human framed 
Can comprehend the strange and wild uproar 
I that day made ! Some faint idea receive, 
By thinking of a spark of kindling fire 
In a vast magazine containing powder ; 
One larger than this earth on which you dwell, 
And thousands more to eke it out in size ! 

Then broke the lightnings forth ! 

And thunderbolts were heard to fall in heaven ! 
Stars from their orbits rush'd, nor back return'd ! 
Amidst this crash, this maddening whirl of fires, 
I fell, blacken'd and scorch'd; my plumage gone. 
My dazzling wings torn o£F, consumed to dust: 
Pell! — ^thousands of fathoms down — / know not where; 
And lay, beside the Monster I had made, 
Convulsed with agony, and breathing nought but hate ! 



148 SATAN 

AgneSi trembling. 

How 'scaped you thence ? How came you here ? 

This earth was then unform'd, 

And you — in place I hardly dare to name. 

Lucifer. 

There's nought stands still on earth, 

Nor yet in heaven j progressive are all things, 

Except that Oncj who is the same for ever. 

When this small rolling orb was first launch'd forth^ 

It shot beside the spot where doom'd I lay, — 

Just as a vessel may sometimes, at sea. 

Pass by another, rushing like the wind. 

I sprang upon this new and fertile ball. 

And found my way to Bowers of Paradise. 

You know the rest. 

Agnes. 
And where 's the wretched being that you made ? 

Lucifer. 

Ask me no more. Until that beast is slain 
I can have no repose. It followed me I 

Agnes. 
Is it so horrible ? 
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Lucifer. 

It is a moving masB^ without one sense ; 

It feels no more than doth the tumbling rock, 

That crushes all beneath. It has no will ; 

It never had a pairiy or felt di. pleasure ; 

But once in motion, on it blindly goes, 

And leaves a deadly slime on all it touches. 

It is my curse to keep it company, 

And hear its bowlings ; insensate as the fires 

That dwell within the bowels of the earth. 

And rush and tear, by reason of the law 

Which biuds them ; knowing nought themselves. 

But forced to act. Such is the monster Sin ! 

Agnes. 
It is a fearful tale ! 
Can this beast die, and rid you of its burden? 

Lucifer. 

I know not that; — but never by my hand. 
In wilful ignorance I call'd it forth, 
But cannot it annihilate. 

Agnes, fervently. 

Yes, there is One can slay this brutal fiend ; 
Have you e'er ask'd Him ? 
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Lucifer, vehemently, starting up. 

I send petition there ! 
Ladjy you mock me ! — To my greatest foe? 
Him I have scorn'd, insulted, outraged, and opposed: 
Ask favour of that enemy, whom night and day 
My lips have cursed ; my inmost soul blasphemed ! 
Wrath fills me now, at the bare thought of it, 
Although suggested Agnes by thyself, 
The only thing in the vast universe, 
Through countless ages, dreary and forlorn, 
I yet have loved. Urge me no more ! You madden me ! 

Agnes, soothingly. 

Why all this vehemence, and boiling wrath ? 
Believe me Lucifer, I've no intent 
To kindle anger by my vain discourse, 
Seeing that is the forcing^bed for sin, 
Causing rank growth to every seed of evil. 
Be patient with me, or I'll doubt that love 
Thy tongue confesses for a child of clay ; 
Listen with calmness, as I lend an ear 
To the recital of thy crimes and woes. 
Nor shudder at thy presence. 
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LuciFBR^ with fervour. 

This makes thy charm : 
Thou dost not quite abhor me — thy soft eye. 
E'en at this moment, sheds a holy beam 
Upon the Outcast, shaken with rage and hate. 
Who cannot curb his passions, and his speech, 
Although an angel look with pity on him ; — 
Agnes, forgive this outbreak of my tongue ; 
Behold I'm calm. Say what thou wilt. 

Agnes, compassionately. 

'T is well— 
SuiFer the storm within thee to have rest ; 
There, take this lute, and strike upon its chords ; 
For thou, the Child of Heaven, hast not forgot 
Celestial harmony. There, tune thy throat 
To one of thy old songs — what was the first ? 
Canst thou remember ? That thy lips pour'd forth 
When they first opened after thy creation ? 

LuciFEEi taking the instrument. 

Enchantress of most mighty power ! 
Give me thy lute. Mould me e'en as thou wilt, 
I am like passive clay within thine hands. 

L 
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AONES. 

Then sing. 

Lucifer. 

Not mine own song ; — 
Sut I will give you hers ; that earliest one 
She warbled forth, when pluming her fair wings 
To mount on high. 

SoNQ OP THE Feminine Principle, or Axoei. 

AFTER Creation. 

^es, I can spread these pinions large and fair ; 
Can mount without an effoi-t, light and free : 
^es, I can float upon this ambient air, 

And gaze around — ^^What happiness for mef 

l-isten, my Brother, to those sounds divine ! 

They come from every fountain, vale, and tree ; 
They seem much sweeter than this song of mine, — 
All sing the same — ** What happiness for we/" 

Are we not blest such melody to hear ? 

Are we not blest such lovely sights to see ? 
'iToin in the general song, my Brother dear ; 

Sing as we fly—** What happiness for me!'' 
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Thy wings are fleeter^ stronger far than mine, 
Yet let me still thy loved companion be: 

How beautiful those stars that round us shine 
Sing as they go — " What happiness for me/*' 

AoMES, weeping f and entranced. 

Oh ! I have heard that melody before ! 

It comes like some familiar, thrilling sound, 

Full on my soul ! I must have dream' d those tones. 

And the words too. There was another verse ? 

Ay, two !— 

Lucifer. 
How know*st thou that? 
This is most strange ! Incomprehensible ! 

Agnes, stiU entranced. 
The re was, there was — sing me another verse. 

Lucifer. 

I dare not Agnes ; 
Vile as I am, st^ep'd to the lips in cnme, 
I cannot utter those prophetic words 
Of her my Sister. 

Agnes, taking the lute abstracted^. 

Hear them from me ; 

Or think she prompts me, here invisible. 

l2 
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Agues singSf as if the continuation of the Song. 

Wherefore, my Brother, dost thou soar so high ? 

Although my pinions ake^ I 've followed thee; 
This place is darker than our own bright sky: 

I hear no songs — " What happiness for me!** 

"Let us return to our blest bowers below, 
I can no longer, my lov'd Brother, flee ; 

This dark abode will bring thee pain and woe. 
Return ! Return ! — " What happiness for me! " 

LUCIFBR. 

Such might have been her words, 
But she spake plainer, and with angel's ken 
Foretold my dreadful fate, if thus I pluck'd 
Fruit from the Tree of Knowledge, sought to dive 
Into forbidden mysteries. 

Agnes. 

Where did'st thou learn at first 
It was a sin to search in the great storehouse 
Of Him the Uncreate ? 

Lucifer. 

My Conscience told me this, I can't deny ; 
But 'twas Ambition made me long to know. 



IN LOVE. 155 

For self-aggrandisement. Not content to he^ 
To live the agent of another's will^ 
However great, or good — ray Benefactor ! 
Who had called me forth, such as I was, 
I long'd for vast supremacy, and power. 
To be an equaly and loose all dependance 
On Him who fashion'd me ! 

With such thoughts as these. 
Goaded by voice internal *' to return" 
Wam'd by my loving Sister, on I went. 
Searching, exploring, ransacking, and trying 
A thousand schemes and wild experiments. 
With elements that are not known on earth ; 
The apparatus, Man can ne'er conceive, 
Within the mighty laboratory above. 

Agnes, solemnly. 

You might have danger'd much 
The Universe — but I forgot — pardon me, God ! 
Thou knewest every act of this arch-rebel. 
And did'st permit it. But, to return : — 
IVe heard thy narrative. Thou must be calm. 
And hear me to the end. Bite not thy lip. 
Nor corrugate thy lofly brow in ire. 
I fear thee not, and will be honest with thee, 
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Although the storehouse of thy Maker once s^in 
Were at thy dread command ; although the monstrous 

form 
Thy impious hand produced, in that wild place. 
Were close beside me, most uncouth and frightful. 
Fixing his glaring eyes on mine ; although 

Lucifer, interrupting her. 

Sin has no eyes : 
I had no science leam'd to form the orbs 
Of vision; nor the wonders of the brain; 
The monster Sin can neither see nor feely 
Nor hear, nor know. 

Agnes, impressively. 

No matter : were he here 
In all his blind deformity — frightful to look on. 
Still I would ask thee, Lucifer, the cause 
Of this fell hate of thine to thy great Maker ? 
He called thee into being; made thee happy; 
So would he have thee now, — so hadst thou been 
But for thine own rebellion. 

Thou hast confessed how much 
Thou hast insulted, scorn*d, and outraged Him ; 
Yet still thou art in being. One word of His, 
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And for thy blasphemies, and impious curses 

Annihilation had o'erwhehned thee ; sent thee back 

Into component parts, again to*float 

With senseless atoms in chaotic night. — 

— But he has spared thee — ^let thee run thy course ; 

Wretched, 'tis true — ^that was no fault of His, 

Since happiness thou hast despised. 

The Monster thou hast made. 
Thou hast no power to slay. No doubt he stands, 
Though by my eyes unseen, there by thy side. 
To thee most palpable ; lift up thy heart 
To form one prayer, and God will hear, will save! 
Sin will become annihilate once more, 
And thou be pardon'd ! 

Lucifer, scornfully. 

Yes, he would hear — but olj with bitter scorn; 

Think what a triumph to the Mighty-One, 

To see me at his feet; me who aspired 

To equal Him in power ; behold me crouch 

Low at His footstool ! He would spurn me thence ; 

Reject my abject prayer. Proud swells my heart 

At thought of such abasement. No, let me hear 

Still my full weight of woe, with proud endurance ; 

And claim respect, the only boon I ask, 

For constancy at least in my disdain. 



158 SATAN 



AoNBSy impressively. 

How little knowest thou of God's free love. 

Or of the glorious nature of the Highest ! 

Thine arguments are drawn from thy proud self. 

And so thou judgest of the Merciful. 

A triumph saidst thou for our loving Father 

To see the creature he has called to heing, 

Return and sue to Him for peace and pardon , 

Yet turn away disdainful of his suit ! 

How dost thou wrong the Majesty of heayen ! 

I'll he thy surety, and pay my soul 

The forfeit, should I fail, that though thy sins 

Were more in bulk than earth, and all the stars; 

Blacker than that dark place, thy late abode, — 

If thou wilt pray with aU thy inmost heart. 

The Son of God wtU wash thy^sins away ! ! 

Lucifer, much moved, and rising. 

In hearing thee, I may forget my pride : 

I feel half tempted, like a whimpering child, 

To ask forgiveness ; when with thee, like lion tamed. 

My subjugated spirit loses all 

Its dignity, and haughty waywardness. 

I shall despise myself, if thus I yield 
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Without a struggle, and fall prostrate down 
Kissing the dust; seduced by thy soft tongue. 
To save myself from what I feel dishonour, 
I tear myself away. Adieu for ever ! 

. [^Lucifer vanishes^ as usual, in a flash of lightning, 

AoNESy wringing her hands. 

Said he ^^for ever! " 
Then I have toil'd in vain. I have been rash, 
And too precipitate. Much had I gain'd ; 
And might have conquer'd, but with childish haste 
Would not abide the growing of my seed, 
But have destroyed it, forcing it too fast. 

O Lucifer ! my heart is sad, 
And all for thee ! Haunted by that dark shape, 
Hideous to gaze on ! full of bitter thoughts ! 
Remorse perpetual ! fiery, proud disdain ! 
And execrated by the good and wise ! 
How wretchedly will countless ages pass. 
And new ones come ! Thou ever lonely still ! 

I too shall miss, alas ! 
Thy now familiar form — that dark, large eye, 
Looking with mournful and appealing love, 
No more shall I behold ! Oh, come again, 
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Proudy erring Angel, just to bid *' Farewell !" 
To hear me say, ^* How much I pity thee!" 

He will not come ! [most mournfully. 

Unbending, haughty Luci&r ! Farewell ! 

[Agnes throws herself upon a couch in great anguish^ 
and is comfmied by a vision. Three Angels appear 
to her J and sing the following Trio : 

FiBST Angel. 

'* Half thy mission, child of clay, 
Is accomplished this day ! 
Do not falter on thy way. 
Though thine eyes no hope can see, 
Still unwearied mayst thou be ; 
Love is working still by thee ! 

Chorus of the Three Angels* 
** Then faint not on thy way. 

Second Angel, 

^* Ever does the faithful sun 
His true course unwearied run, 
Till his glorious task be done. 
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Never stops he in despair, 

Though thick clouds beneath him are. 

Hiding his refulgence fair ! 

Chorus of the Three. 
*' Then feint not on thy way. 

Third Angel. 

" If, like that pure orb of light, 
Thou wouldst journey here aright. 
Walk by faithj and not by sight. 
Grieve not that thou canst not see 
Depths of vast Eternity ; 
Love is working still by thee ! 

Chorus of the Three Angels. 
*' Then feint not on thy way.'* 

[Scene closes on Agnes asleep. 



This song is set to Music by Signor Lanza, and published by Chappell, 

Bond-street. 
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Scene — a Wood, enter Lucifer much disturbed; he throws 
himself damn under a large, gnarled, old Oak. 



Lucifer. 
Yes, I will shvin her all-absorbing preBence ! 
Never more her inflaence will endare. 
And feel my spirit yielding to her will ! 

[addreiaing the Oak. 
Qiant tree ! gnarled and stubborn, yet majestic. 
And proud in thy decay, teach me, I beg, 
A leeson now of firmness, which I need ! 
Yes, gallant Oak ! thou hast withstood the storms 
Of centuries; Time has hollowed out thy trunk, 
To a mere shell — Thou vast and noble ruin ! — 
Within thy very heart foul toadstools fiourish. 
And the vile hornet makes its sable nest! 
Tlie adder lives there ; yet here thou standest, 
Knit to the earth by thy wide-spreading roots. 
Resisting still the warring elements, 
And, with a tront of stern and grand defiance. 
Bidding them do their worst ! 
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I am like thee : 
The scathing lightning has pass'd over me. 
And blasted every branch. / have no heart ; 
Malign and withering passions fill the space, 
Where once beat love, and hope, and joy— 
Airperish'd^! — [after a pause, and to himself. 

Perchance she'U grieve 
That never more her dear and loving eyes 
May gaze upon me ! Often will she think, 
And pray, no doubt, for me the Reprobate — 
All vain, all vain I 

[The Monster Sin roUs towards him, visibly ^ and lies 
down at his feet. 

Lucifer, with loathing. 

Still on my track. 
This black and hideous monster me pursues ! 
What a companion in the lieu of Agnes ! 
One all intelligence, beauty, tenderness. 
The other sending forth a nauseous stench, 
From huge mis-shapen body, without limbs, 
Cloth'd with dark tangled hair, coarse as the boar's, 
And bristling like the Porcupine's ! — 

[in a rage, spuming the monster. 
Hence ! get thee gone ! 
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Let me not look upon thee, feel thy presence. 
Although I see thee not — ^would I might strangle thee, ^ 
Or cut thy loathed form apart, and piecemeal! 

Invulnerable art thou? Yes, to me : 

There is but Che this bestial thing can slay, 
And rid me of the creature I have made. 
It cannot be. — I will away to Margaret, 
And try what gold and jewels can achieve ; 
It may amuse me, though no good I gain; 
Old Ursula will scold, and then I'll sing 
Another ditty, with a loving strain, 
To her young daughter. What shall it be ? 
The one I made in Egypt, for the maid 
Call'd there " The Daughter of the Pyramid^' 
Nine thousand years ago ! Yes, that will do : 
I *11 try to con it over ere I go. 

Lucifer hums the following 
Song to an Egyptian Girl.* 

Lovely art thou, Egypt's daughter ! 

And thine eyes are sunis of light; 
Meet me near the Nile's broad water, 

When its waves reflect the night — 

Then will I tell thee more ! 

* This is set to Music by Signor Lanza, and published by Chappell, 

Bond-street. 
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Meet me with thy love-locks streaming. 

Let me kiss those melting eyes : 
Meet me when the stars are heaming, 

And asleep thy father lies — 

Then will I tell thee more ! 

Egypt's daughter I dost thou hear me ? 

Yes — thy mantling cheek says " yesP* 
Though a stranger, do not fear me, 

But that stranger's passion bless — 

Come, and I'll tell thee more ! 

Ask me not my name and nation, 

What is that to love and thee ? 
Enough to have my adoration. 

So come at night sweet maid to me ! 

Come, and I '11 tell thee more ! 

Lucifer, thoughtfully. 

No, it will grieve her: 
Will she not weep and sigh, should Margaret fall ! 
I will seek other pastime, and there comes 
Most opportune the German Doctor Waldorf; 
Him will I worry with his own philosophy. 

[Enter the Doctor with a hook^ the Monster 

Sin to him invisible. 
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Lucifer, in a gibing tone. 

Still drinking from the well ! 
Hast thou some modem treatise, some new code 
Of metaphysics, thou art conning there 
Wherewith to puzzle me, when next we meet 
In the arena of your public hall ? 
I had the advant^e of you there, sage Waldorf! 
When last we sparr 'd. 

Waldorf. 

I have been thinking o'er your arguments, 

Most learned stranger ; they were defective, 

Most unsound. You tripp *d up all our heels. 

By tricks of rhetoric, power of oratory ! 

We lost our senses, listening to the flow 

Of your grandiloquence, and fail'd to answer you. 

Lucifer, iranicaUy, 

I 'm glad to And your senses are return 'd. 
And trust you will appoint some early day. 
When for the honour of your University 
You'll shew me publicly my fallacy, 
And pluck my ill-gain'd laurels from my brow. 
— Come sit awhile upon this knotted root. 
In gentle amnesty, and let me hear 



IN LOVE. 167 

What new philosophy employs your school ? 

For you have nearly worn the old ones out 

With so much handling. That manuscript is yours ; 

It were presumptuous to inquire its subject ? 

WALooRFy sitting down^ conceitedly ^ 

4 trifle. Sir; a bubble of the brain. 
Not worth your notice. Professor Pufiendorf 
Indeed, thinks it has worth, but he's a friend. 
And therefore partial. 

IiUCiFER, sarcastically, 

Ayi^y with modesty, 
It clogs the wheels of merit: let me judge, 
I have no spark of envy in my nature j 
At least of ^otf— hand me your treatise. 

[ Waldorf gives him the MS^ 

Lucifer. 

Ha ! this has interest ! a subject quite sublime ! 
** On the Atomic Doctrine ! " Yes, I see 
You are acquainted with primeval things : 
You knew dame Nature when she was undrest; 
Like Hudibras, you caught her quite alone ; 
Naked, before she had a rag of form to clothe her. 



AavES, impreaaivelff. 
How little knowest thou of God's free love. 
Or of the glorious nature of the Highest ! 
Thine argumentg are drawn from tht/ proud self. 
And so thon judgest of the Merciful. 
A triumph eaidst thou for our loving Father 
To see the creatare he hae called to beingt 
Return and sue to Him for peace and pardon, 
Yet turn away disdainful of his suit ! 
How dost thou wrong the Majesty of heaven ! 
I'll be thy surety, and pay my aoni 
The forfeit, should I fail, that though thy sins 
Were more in bulk than earth, and all the stars; 
Blacker than that dark place, thy late abode, — 
If thou wUtpray with all thy inmost heart. 
The Son of God teill wash Ihy.sins away ! ! 

Lttoifer, much moved, and rising. 
In hearing thee, I may forget my pride: 
I feel half tempted, like a whimpering child, 
To ask forgiveness ; when with thee, like lion tamed, 
My subjugated spirit loses all 
Its dignity, and haughty waywardness. 
I shall despise myself, if thus I yield 
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Without a struggle, and fall prostrate down 
Kissing the dust, seduced by thy soft tongue. 
To save myself from what I feel dishonour, 
I tear myself away. Adieu for ever ! 

{Lucifer vanishes, as usual, in a flash of lightning, 

AoNESy wringing her hands. 

Said he '^for ever I " 
Then I have toil'd in vain. I have been rash. 
And too precipitate. Much had I gain'd ; 
And might have conquer*d, but with childish haste 
Would not abide the growing of my seed, 
But have destroyed it, forcing it too fast. 

O Lucifer ! my heart is sad, 
And all for thee! Haunted by that dark shape, 
Hideous to gaze on ! full of bitter thoughts ! 
Remorse perpetual I fiery, proud disdain ! 
And execrated by the good and wise ! 
How wretchedly will countless ages pass. 
And new ones come ! Thou ever lonely still ! 

I too shall miss, alas ! 
Thy now familiar form — that dark, lai^e eye, 
Looking with mournful and appealing love, 
No more shall I behold ! Oh, come again, 
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Proud, erring Angel, just to bid " Farewell !*' 
To hear me say, ^^ How much I pity thee!" 

He will not come ! [most moumfaUy. 

Unbending, haughty Lucifer ! Farewell ! 

[Agnes throws herself upon a couch in great anguish^ 
and is comforted hy a vision. Three Angels appear 
to hcTy and sing the following Trio : 

First Angel. 

'* Half thy mission, child of clay, 
Is accomplished this day ! 
Do not falter on thy way. 
Though thine eyes no hope can see, 
Still unwearied mayst thou be ; 
Love is working still by thee ! 

Chorus of the Three Angels. 
*' Then faint not on thy way. 

Second Angel. 

^* Ever does the faithful sun 
His true course unwearied run, 
Till his glorious task be done. 
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Never stops he in despair, 

Though thick clouds beneath him are. 

Hiding his refulgence fair I 

Chorus of the Three. 
*' Then feint not on thy way. 

Third Angel. 

" If, like that pure orb of light, 
Thou wouldst journey here aright, 
Walk hy faithj and not hy sight. 
Grieve not that thou canst not see 
Depths of vast Eternity ; 
Love is working still by thee ! 

Chorus of the Three Angels. 
** Then faint not on thy way.'* 

[Scene closes on Agnes asleep. 



This song is set to Music by Signor Lanza, and published by Chappell, 

Bond'Street. 
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Scene — a Wood, enter Lucifer much disturbed; he throws 
himself down under a large, gnarled, old Oak, 



Lucifer. 

Yes, I will shun her all-absorbing presence ! 
Never more her influence will endure. 
And feel my spirit yielding to her will ! 

[addressing the Oak, 
j Giant tree ! gnarled and stubborn, yet majestic, 

And proud in thy decay, teach me, I beg, 
A lesson now of firmness, which I need ! 
Yes, gallant Oak ! thou hast withstood the storms 
Of centuries; Time has hollowed out thy trunk. 
To a mere shell — Thou vast and noble ruin! — 
Within thy very heart foul toadstools flourish, 
And the vile hornet makes its sable nest! 
The adder lives there ; yet here thou standest, 
Knit to the earth by thy wide-spreading roots. 
Resisting still the warring elements, 
And, with a front of stern and grand defiance. 
Bidding them do their worst ! 
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I am like thee : 
The scathing lightning has pass'd over me. 
And blasted every branch. / have no heart ; 
Malign and withering passions fill the space. 
Where once beat love, and hope, and joy — 
Allperish'dj — [after a pause, and to himself • 

Perchance she'll grieve 
That never more her dear and loving eyes 
May gaze upon me ! Often will she think. 
And pray, no doubt, for me the Reprobate- 
All vain, all vain ! 

[Uie Monster Sin roUs towards him, visibly ^ and lies 
down at his feet, 

Lucifer, with loathing. 

Still on my track, 
This black and hideous monster me pursues ! 
What a companion in the lieu of Agnes ! 
One all intelligence, beauty, tenderness. 
The other sending forth a nauseous stench. 
From huge mis-shapen body, without limbs, 
Cloth'd with dark tangled hair, coarse as the boar's, 
And bristling like the Porcupine's ! — 

[in a ragey spuming the monster. 
Hence ! get thee gone ! 
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Scene — a Wood, enter Lucifer much disturbed; he throws 
himself down under a large, gnarled, old Oak. 



Lucifer. 

Yes, I will shun her all-absorbing presence ! 
Never more her influence will endure, 
And feel my spirit yielding to her will ! 

[addressing the Oak, 
Giant tree ! gnarled and stubborn, yet majestic. 
And proud in thy decay, teach me, I beg, 
A lesson now of firmness, which I need ! 
Yes, gallant Oak ! thou hast withstood the storms 
Of centuries ; Time has hollowed out thy trunk. 
To a mere shell — Thou vast and noble ruin! — 
Within thy very heart foul toadstools flourish. 
And the vile hornet makes its sable nest! 
The adder lives there ; yet here thou standest. 
Knit to the earth by thy wide-spreading roots. 
Resisting still the warring elements, 
And, with a front of stern and grand defiance. 
Bidding them do their worst ! 
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I am like thee : 
The scathing lightning has pass'd over me. 
And blasted every branch. / have no heart ; 
Malign and withering passions fill the space. 
Where once beat love, and hope, and joy — 
All perish'dj — [after a pause, and to himself. 

Perchance she'U grieve 
That never more her dear and loving eyes 
May gaze upon me ! Often will she think, 
And pray, no doubt, for me the Reprobate- 
All vain, all vain ! 

[The Monster Sin roUs towards him^ visibly , and lies 
down at his feet, 

Lucifer, with loathing. 

Still on my track. 
This black and hideous monster me pursues ! 
What a companion in the lieu of Agnes ! 
One all intelligence, beauty, tenderness, 
The other sending forth a nauseous stench. 
From huge mis-shapen body, without limbs, 
Cloth'd with dark tangled hair, coarse as the boar's, 
And bristling like the Porcupine's ! — 

[in a ragey spuming the monster. 
Hence ! get thee gone ! 
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Without your aid — the house^ and its affiiirs. 
Belong not nnto men for management, 
I've told you so before ! 

Paulo, laughing. 

I have a sharp-tongued grandame, and a wife, 
As any man in Christendom. 

Agnes, kindly. 

And have you not as beautiful a boy 
(Since you must boast) as any in like space ? 
Come let us off to church. 

Paulo to Alice, aside. 

Pray do not roast the turkeys overmuch ; 
And be not sparing, Alice, of the stuffing, 
I like it much. 

Ursula, sharply. 
What ! loitering still ? 

Margaret, jeeringly. 

He stays, perchance, to air the table-cloth. 
And fold the napkins into proper shape ! 

Paulo. 
I 'm glad you are so pert, my pretty wife ! 
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Come, lean on me. Are you well wrapt and warm ? 
Your shoes are much too thin j pray wear your clogs. 
I would not lose the music of your tongue. 
Though pitch'd in a sharp key, for half the world ; 
The other half I'd freely cast away, 
To hear my Grandame chide. 

Ursula, good-humouredhf. 
You are a coaxing knave, and always were ; 
Here, wrap this cloak more closely o'er the child, 
And let's away. 

They all go offj excepting Alice, whOf sitting down, begins 
to pluck the feathers from one of the turkey Sf singing as she 
works. 

Turkeys' feathers ! white as snow ! 
To the cook you all shall go ; 
My new pillow you shall stuff. 
If I can hut get enough. 

La, la, la, so pray lie still ! 

Turkeys' feathers ! fly not so ; 
Where, I wonder, would you go ? 
In my pillow you shall lie. 
Never more on earth to fly. 

La, la, la, so pray lie still ! 

[Scene closes. 



u 
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Scene — The ViUage Church: Mr. Midler, the Clergyman, 
with the Infant of Paulo and Margaret in his Arms ; 
Lucifer and Agnes ttanding side hy nde as Sponsors. 

AoNRB, aside, to LtJCiPBit, impressivelt/. 
On thee be all the ein, thua to pro&ne 
This sacred ordinance ! I 'II stop thee not. 
But, oh t beware! 

Clbroiuan, to LrciFBR, Paulo, and Aonbs. 
Dost thou renounce, in name of this young child, 
The Devil and kis works I Eschew, as vain, 
The pomps and glories of this carnal world, 
And all the selfish, covetous desires 
Bred in the flesh, so that thou follow not, 
But quit the same? 

Lucifer, impressively, gazing full at AoifEB 
as he speaks. 
1 do renounce them aU! 

AONBS. 

OGodI can this be true ? {she faints, 

Mb. Mullbr, the Clergyman. 
Ileic — take the child! We must postpone awhile 
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The holj rite. Give her some air! 

Besprinkle her with water ! How very pale she looks ! 

Beloved daughter of my ancient friend, 

How art thon now ? 

AoNESy reviving f speaking wildly. 

I saw him here ! I heard his deep-toned voice ! 
Where is he now? 

f 

Ma.bgibet, hanging over her. 
I know not, my sweet mistress ! He has left the church. 

Paulo. 
Who saw him go ? Did you, good Grandame ? 

Ursula. 

Why ask you me X 
You know my eyes are dim ! 

Clerk. 

I saw him there, beside the marble column ; 
But when the lady fell, I saw him not. 

Mb. Muller. 

This is most strange ! The doors were surely closed? 
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Clerk. 
Here are the keys. I lock'd them both myself^ 
As is my office. 

Mr. Muller. 

He must be in the vestry. Let us seai*ch. 

\^They all go out to look for Lucifer ^ except Agnes 
(who stands as one stupijiedj and Ursula, who 
still holds the infant, 

Ursula, speaking to herself 
I never liked that man ! 

Agnes, quite bewildered. 

Liked who ? 
What Man? I have not seen a Man! 

Ursula., 

What was he then ? Thank God, my precious babe 
Calls him not Sponsor yet ! 

Agnes, greatly disordered. 

I must go home : 
My head feels light, and wild ; my bosom throbs ; — 
I am not well ! 
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Mr. Mullbr^ the rest returning. 
No sign of him is there ! You still look faint ! 

Agnes^ very weakly^ 

I feel so. Sir ! 

Pray take me home ! 

.. 
Mr. Muller. 

Let me remove my surplice, dearest child ! 

And yon shall lean on me. 

Paulo to Margaret. 
And so the boy is cheated of his christening ? 
I trust we shall liot lose our dinner too ! 

Margaret. 
Perhaps the turkeys, and the Rhenish wine, 
Have vanished also ! Dear lady, use these salts ! 

Agnes, more calmly. 
I thank you, no. — I must have solitude. 

Paulo. 

Will you not come, and have a slice of turkey, 
White as my baby's flesh, and delicate 

As 
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Margabet^ putting him aside. 

Leaye her alone ! — I know her humour best. 
You only vex her with your idle tongue. 

Paulo^ muttering. 
How you do like to snub, and interrupt me ! 

Mr. Muller. 

Now, Agnes, — take my arm. But first drink thia— 
A glass of wine that has been consecrate, 
And therefore proper to relieve the sick. 

Agnes, drinking the Malmsey wine, 
I thank you. Sir. It has revived me much. 

Paulo. 
You will return with us? 

Agnes. 
I need repose ; 
And therefore, Paulo, must your wish deny ; 
But I will share the feast some other day. 
When we present a second time your child 
Here at the font. Farewell, dear Margaret! 

[Jgnes kisses her foster-sister and the child. 
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And you too, reyerend dame ! and this dear babe ; 
Now, Sir, your arm. 

[Mr. MiiUer and Agnes depart. 

Paulo. 

I 've heard of wandering ghosts, and wizards' wiles ; 
But this beats all ! 

Clbrk. 

He can't be in the church. There is a tale, 
Of how the DevU once, without a book, 
Preach'd a fine sermon in the great cathedral. 
Before the emperor, bishops, and the court — 
Making the ladies' weep. Can this be he? 

Paulo. 

Perhaps it is ; 
Come to my house; we've plenty of good cheer, 
And we will talk it o'er. How fares it, wife ? 
You are not frighted with this scurvy trick 
The foreign Prince has served us ? 

Margaret. 

No; I'm only vex'd, 
The christening clothes, so fine, are sadly rumpled; 
Give me the baby, mother, you are tired. 

N 
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Paulo to Maboarxt. 

And so are 70a ; 
Pray let me hold the boy. 

Ursitia giving Paulo the Child. 

And so you shall. 
Oh| what an awkward nurse ! 

Clerk. 
Practice will mend him soon. I'll follow you. 

[T^ey all go out, and the Clerk locks wp the church 
doors. 
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A few Days after, Agnes silting with Mr. Miiller, 

in the house of Agnes* 

m • 

Mr. Muller. 

'T is a strange tale! 
I fear^ my lovely friend, some fever preys 
Upon your wasted form ; and that yonr mind 
Partakes your body's ailment. I have watch'd 
Beside the sick, and learnt the sympathies 
Existing in the spirit for its clothing. 

AONBS. 

You think 'tis all delusion ? 

Mr. Muller. 
Perhaps not wholly so : 
^ You have been ill ! you live in solitude ; 

And love deep musings. Your pure and ardent soul 
Oft leaps from earth to heaven in reverie^ 
- Escaping partially from bonds of flesh ; 
What you have wished, imagination's wand 
Has pictured to your eyes ! 

Agnes. 

Grant that some painted vision 

Had brought me all the scenes that I have told ; 

Was it delusion practised upon you 

n2 
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That day at church? And then his purse — 
I'll shew it you ; I keep it in my bosom ; 
This yields a proof I could not be deceived. 

Mb. Muller, musing. 
No doubt, some man, who to your hand aspires, 
Has work'd upon your nerves, so delicate) 
With this wild tale, or fable, to inspire 
Wonder and pity in a mind he thought 

Pecnliar in its &bric. [lookiitg at the pttne. 

This workmanship is strange ; not silk, nor thread ; 
'Tis from Asbestos wove, and will stand ^e; 
The clasp is ruby, or some unknown gem, 
And bears inscription. What I cannot say ; 
They seem the characters of old Chald^e, 
Or ancient Egypt — all, indeed, is mystery ! 

[There U a long nlence, — when Apnea perceives a 
written scroll on the tahle, seizes it, and reads. 

Scroll. 
*' Internal fire will soon consume this world 1 
It has been growing for twelve thousand years. 
Wanting one day. That over, all isfinish'd. 
Which can he burnt, A slender crust remains 
Still on the surface of sulphureous fires; 
They musl break forth 1 Volcanoes will arise. 
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Thicker than mole-hills ! Ocean, like a pot, 
Will boil with mighty rage — then be dried up ; 
Consumed by the fiery elenpient, which gains 
The mastery now over the ^ther three ! 

But fear not thou ! 
Eternal essence nothing can consume ! 
If proof were wanting, Agnes, think on me; 
Time has no power on an immortal spirit ! 
Ages Fve Uved, get am not touched with age ; 
Nor can grow old, though thousand worlds decay. 
Thou art a spirit too ; and when this earth 
(Which soon it will be, shall appear a heap 
Of calcined ashes) vanishes away. 
We shall be young, and beautiful, and bright, 
As when we came from the Creator's hands. 

Much has been done 
Since late we parted \ not in yonder church, 
But when I rush*d in frenzy from thy presence. 
Fearing thy blessed influence upon me — 
Blessed indeed ! I '11 see thee soon again. 
And tell thee more." 

A0NES9 lifting up her hands exuUingly, 

More wonders still ! read that, thou pious man. 
And be prepared. 



] 86 SATAN 



Mb. MuLLBRy after reading the ScroU. 

I know not what to think — ^there have burst forth. 
Unknown the cause, yolcanoes in the east; 
Some in the midst of ocean ; and, I hear, 
There has been smoke along the ridge of hills. 
And bellowings in the bowels of the earth 
Close to ourselyes ! 

AoNBS, eagerly, 

Andy Lindorf told me, fish were lying dead 
In all our rivers, from the water's warmth ; 
And that the bubbling spring within his well 
Had lost its coldness. 

Mr. Muller. 

Now I bethink me, when I bathed myself. 

In our large lake, as is my usual wont, 

I felt the waters tepid. I'll away. 

And warn my humble flock to be prepared. 

Should God destroy the world in this our age : 

You look composed. 

Agnes, with rapture. 
My heart is full of joy : 
He calls the influence I held upon him 
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'^ Blessed indeed." My prayers are surely heard^ 
And he is pardon'd I 

• • 

Mb. Mulleb* 

Hope every thing, my child; 

Is that a flame I see on yonder hill ? 

Agnbs. 

How the earth trembles ! Yes ; there mounts on high, 

A pyramid of fire, wreathed in smoke; 

The scroll speaks truth — ^this world will quickly end ! 

[Enter Pauh and Margaret^ foUawed by Uraukif 
who carries the Infant. 

Paulo, alarmed. 

There is a frightful earthquake all around ; 
And a wide rent, just by our cottage door. 
Which swallowed up the cow, and both the goats ! 

Mabgaret, trembling. 

And through each crevice ^e is rushing out ! 
Already it has caught the old elm*tree, 
Which crackles as it bums. 

Ursula. 
I've brought the child, and both the precious Bibles — 
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The old one, and the new. Paulo, take this : 
If we mnst die, have it within your hands. 

Mr. "NLvltuEil, solemnltf. 

It is ordain*d that all must yield their breath ; — 
Then why not now ? Have fortitude ; 
I will come back, but now must take my leave ; 
Remember, nought can hurt the eternal soul ! 

[Mr. Muller goes out, 

AONBS. 

It is our duty to protect our lives 

All in our power. Paulo, go bring the coach ; 

The crazy vehicle my father used 

When first he married ; seek a pair of horses, 

And you shall drive us all towards the sea ; 

It will be safer there, at least a while. 

Margaret, weeping. 

Oh, what a smell of sulphur ! What blue flame 

Is rising now ! O lady, save us all ! 

Run, Paulo, fetch the coach, and let's be gone! 

[Pauh goes out. 

Margaret. 
Another hill's on fire ! what can it mean ? 
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Ursula, solemnly. 

The end of all is come ! Thy pretty boy 
Must close his beauteous orbs, blue as the skies^ 
And not in sleep ! I've known it many years. 
That the great change was nigh ; signs have appeared 
To me — tenant full fourscore seasons, (nay, 'tis more,) 
Of this old world) that long it could not last. 

Margaret. 

Oft have you said so ; but I deem'd it then 
Nought but the dream^of age, for ever mournful. 
Have you, dear lady, seen portentous signs 
As well as our good Grandame? 

AoNBS, ahstractedly. 

Signs, said'st thou? Yes, I've had a sign, 
Certain and sure; and yet I could not see 
What it portended. Margaret, thy child 
Has had as sponsor, one thou couldst not dream 
Would take that office, save in bitterest scorn : 
Satan has been his Godfather, and is 
Again an angel, near the throne of God ! 

Ursula. 
That man with the splay foot? I told you so ! 
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Marqakbt. 
You told ns not 
That Satan wbb restored to Paradise. 
Oh, what a blast of sulphnr passes by, 
It takes away my breath ! 

AaxBs. 
Alas ! I saw thy infant gasp, and die, 
Inhalii^ that foul air 1 Yes, he is gone ! 

MAaoAKBT, with artgwh. 
O Ood 1 my child, my beauteous babe, has periah'd ! 

Enter Paolo. 
The horses are all restive with affright : 
What, see I there? Dead is my first-bom boy? 
Then wherefore fiy? Let us all perish here ! 

ACNBS. 

We have no right to throw our lives away. 

Before the appointed time. Away then to the heights, 

Abovn' the sea ! 

Paulo, tpeeping. 
Say, (lid the lightning strike our darling dead? 
O Giandame! these are fearful times indeed I 
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Agnes, encouragingly. 

We shall but close our eyes like this sweet babe. 
And open them in heaven. He now is there 
A winged cherub ! Shall we inter him here, 
Before we go ? 

Margaret, weeping. 

Noy dearest lady, no ! here, at my breast, 
Still let him lie— one grave will serve us all ! 

Agnes, looking out. 

Well, be it so : I hear the lumbering coach ; 
Quick, let us enter it, and haste away $ 
Well may the horses rear; — the wood's a blaze ! 
And see your cottage, Paulo, has cai^ht fire. 
And all your garden-trees. Quick, to the heights! 

[They all depart, Margaret carrying the dead 
body of the Infant. 
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^eene — a Rock inerkamgmg the Ocean. Agnes^ Margaret^ 
FoMloy and Mr.MuUer; Ursuia extended on the grass, 
Agne9 and Margaret kneeUng by her side ; Paulo trringing 
his handSf and the Clergyman praying, 

Ursula, feebly. 

My hour is come! 
Farewelli my children! Let me clasp the habe — 
It does me good ; — do not take him hence ! 
I thank you for your prayers, dear Reverend Sir ! 
And yours, sweet lady ! Paulo, your hand — 
I cannot see you ! — Grandson dear, farewell! 

\_Ursula dies. 

Paulo, crying. 

And are both gone?— my Grandame and my child? 
O Margaret! now you're all the world to me ! 

Margaret. 
And that is little worth. See how it glows ! 
The forests are all burning far and wide ; 
And hills are disappearing, gulph'd in fire. 
How red the heavens become on every side ! 
MThatshallwedo? Where go? 



^ 
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Agnes. 

We must be patient^ and have faith in God. 
Yon tremble^ Sir^ and look exceeding pale ! 

Mr. Mullsk. 

No man can see the quick approach of Death, 
And not feel tremor! — 'tis an awful thing 
To watch his footsteps; — dreadful to the flesh! 
But be assured, my spirit holds its trust 
In the sure promises of tJie Deliverer. 

Agkbs. 

Behold! the ocean steams with its own heat! 
And carcases of huge sea-monsters float, 

Lifelessy upon the bosom of the deep! 

That surely is a whale, that struggles still, 
And spouts up heated water, in vast agony ! 
Now it is still ! — ^the pang of death is past ! 
It lies like mighty vessel on the waves. 

Mr. Muller. 

Mark how that sea-snake leaps and coils about ! 
Vain are its struggles — on the whale it dies ! 
What shoals of sharks blacken the foaming sea, 
Which now begins to boil ! 
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Oh, what a sight to see 1 — My head swims round — 
I faint with terror! 

[Mr. MvMer staggers near the edge of the roch, 

AoNBS, extending her arms. 
Go not BO near the edge, dear Sir, I pray. 



O God! he has his footing lost! — he's gone 

Into the smoking and tempestuous surges. 

And found a grave ! 

[il/r. Mutter disappears. 

Paulo. 

One more is gone ! 
How the rock shakes ! It sure will topple down! 
And hark that rumbling noise ! 

Margaret, throwing her arms round her husband. 

Oh, save me ! — Paulo, save me ! 

{The Earth opens, and swaUows up both Margaret 
and Paulo. 

Agnes, alone upon the Rock. 

Gone, are they ? — swallowed up ?— engulph'd in fires 
That have been burning from this world's creation. 
Devouring all beneath ! rising, increasing. 
Until this orb, grown hollow like a cup, 
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With nought substantial save a slender crust 
Just at the surface, soon must lose its form, 
And sink into a yast irregular heap 
Of burning ashes ? E'en now I feel 
This limestone rock scorch, as I stand, 
Mj tender feet! No living thing I see. 
Save a few birds, which hoyer round my head. 
Without a tree to light on, and shriek aloud 
In wild alarm ! — A flock of sea-birds come, 
Forsaking their own element, whose hot waves rush, 
Oyer ten thousand more scudding its bosom. 
With fond but dangerous delay I — scalded to death. 
They drop within their once delightful home, 
And add their bodies to the general wreck ! — 

O Lucifer ! 

I care not for myself, but think of thee ! 
I feel that thou art blest ! oh, tell me so ; 
And let me die rejoicing ! 

[^Lucifer stands before her brightly smiling — he is 
no longer clothed in black, but in white raiment, 
dazzling and beautiful. His fine features have 
lost their former melancholy. 

LUCIFSR. 

Beloyed Agnes ! I have heard thy wish ; 
But think not, dearest, I have left thy side. 
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A single moment, since the Son of God 

Return'd me these fidr robes, wash'd in his blood. 

I am redeemed ! my sins are blotted out ! 

My burning pride, my towering ambition. 

Are quench'd for ever !— Thou hast been the means 

Employ'd by Him — ^the Being I may name, 

And call my Father— to bring back once more. 

His guilty Son! 

Agnes, embracing Lucifer. 

How do I bless His holy name ! How swells my soul 
With rapture — all too mighty for my frame ! 
Thou art restored ! I knew it would be so ! 
And the foul Monster Sin by God is slain ? 

Lucifer. 

When I was pardon'd, lifeless fell that beast, 
Who sunk within a yawning, fiery gulf. 
Which open'd at my feet. Sin now is dust; 
Reduced once more to atoms; mingled with all 
The melted metals, calcined rocks, and trees- 
Fragments of former ages; reptiles, beasts, and birds, 
What once was man, and all the towering cities 
Built by his hand. One vast, confused heap. 
All decomposed and burnt ! — 
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Aon £8. 

You left me Lucifer^ I thought, in ire, 
When I implored jou to kneel down and pray ! 
Oh, how it grieved me, witnessing your pride ! 
How did I mourn your absence ! night and day, 
I wept and pray'd ! See I am wasted, pale, 
And all for you ! — 

LUCIFBR. 

Thy sorrow shall be turned to countless joys, 
My beautiful ! my blest 1 Let me relate 
If there be time (whose sands are nearly spent). 
What happened to myself, that eve I fled 
Irresolute from thy dear arguments. 

AONBS. 

What ! didst thou waver then ? 

Lucifer. 

The germ of good was springing in my soul. 
Nourished by kindly influence from thee, — 
Yet still the evil principle of pride 
Sought to repress its growth. From thee I turn'd, 
And sought for pastime in man's learned folly : 
Then, under veil that Spirits ever wear 
At their own pleasure, hiding them from man, 

o 
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Became invisible though near thee BtiU ! 

There close beside me too, that uncouth Shape 

Id all its black deformity appear'd — 

To me most hideous. Its huge hairy form 

Roll'd Id my path, as ever it was wont, 

And fill'd my nostrils with its foetid scent. 

Oh, how unlike to thee ! — my heart was touch'd! 

I cursed it in my rage, and seized its neck, 

(If neck it could be call'd which had no name,} 

And sought to strangle it ! — 

Oh, what a contest ! 
The miglity Lucifer with sinewy arm, 
Seeking to kill the Monster Sin ! Proceed — 

Lucifer, 
Foil'd in my purpose. 
On the earth I fell, and o'er me roll'd. 
With hideous yellings, the brute Monster-birth! 
Its weight was dreadful; and I mix'd my moana 
With its wild cries — " Father, save thy ohildl" 
Burst from my lipa: — " Father forgive ! I've airm'd, 
jind am most vik; but thg dear Son 
Will he my Intercessor," I<ong I pray'd. 
And with a fervour equal to my crimes ! — 
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A0NB8, rapturously » 

Did I not tell thee^ He would surely hear ! 
On with thy tale — 

. Lucifer. 

When once a proud heart yields^ His not by halves, 
But Hke a mighty ayalanche it faUs 
From its stupendous height. So prostrate, I 
Succumb'd at once, and with a contrite spirit 
Confessed my vast misdeeds, and meekly pray'd 
That God, (I name him now,) to give me pardon. 

Agnes. 

Hasten to finish, 
For the scorching rock blisters my feet. 
And respiration grows a painful thing. 
So thick, and hot, the atmosphere around ! 
What answer didst thou gain ? 

Lucifer. 

The same the dying and repentant thief 
Obtained at the Eleventh hour. I felt relieved 
At once from the offensive weight of him 
Who, like an incubus, sat on my breast. 
Wild yelling I — down, down he rolVdy and I arose 
At once an angel, to my Father's throne ! — 

o2 
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-Thousands of Seraphs 



Crowded around my flight with brilliant wings. 
Chanting their hallelujahs, and glad hymns. 
That the Apostate was retnm'd once more! 

I knelt, and I adored, 
Then flew to that blest bower, where first I saw 
My twin-bom Bister; but I found her not: 
Back I retum'd to the Creator's bosom. 
She was not there : the pitying angels smiled, 
Whilst thus they sung : — 

Cnoavs of Angels. 

Seek her not in bowers of gladness. 
Thy loved Sister dwells not there; 

She has changed her bliss for sadness. 
She has lost her pinions fair. 

Not from pride and vain ambition. 
Has she fallen from the sky; 

But to distant sphere on mission, 
Is she sent from the Most High. 

Unto her a task was given. 

Embassy of love divine; 
Soon will she return to heaven; — 

Would the glorious task were mine ! 
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AovESf fainthf. 

Then thou wilt see her soon! Lend me thine hand! — 
Fain would I die upon thy friendly breast ; — 
Supported by thine arms. There — that will do ! 
Draw up my blister'd feet ! I cannot breathe 
This hot, sulphureous vapour ! — ^Yet I 'm blest, 
That thou art saved ! — Dear Lucifer^ farewell ! 

[Agnes dies in the arms of Lucifer ^ and he rises with 
her upon a golden cloud, supported by Angels, 
who sing the following : 

Earth is ^* vanished like a scroll ;" 

Soon another will arise ; 
But the everlasting soul 

Livetii, though the body dies I 
The mission is ended; the victory won; 
The love-task is finished ; the errand is done ! 
Triumphant we rise to the place of our birth; 
Whilst crash sinks the last burning fragment of earth, 

[They ascend; and the Earth blazing y is opposed by 
the boiling waters of the Deep. Dreadful is the 
antagonism^ the hissing j bellowing sound — at 
length the Ocean is dried upf and the fire is 
quenched; nothing but a speck remains^ — the 
nucleus of another world* 
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Scene the loiU Luc\fer arrives in Heaven, and lays the, 
glorified^ hut inaninuite body of Agnes at the feet of the 
Everlasting Redeemer^ the manifestation of the Father^ 
who is ineffable and unapproachable but through the Son. 
The glory of the Holy Spirit shines around the person of 
the Son, far more brilliant than can be conceived by 
mortal, and darts its rays through all the Universe, 
Myriads of Angels; the Suns and Planets staying their 
course, to witness the scene. 

Lucifer, kneeling. 
My Saviour and my God! 
Behold my Sister ! messenger firom thee : 
I knew her not on earth, and she had lost, 
Whilst clothed in frail humanity below, 
All memory <tf her pure primeval state ; 
Nor is it yet awaken'd. Son of God ! 
Him I have tempted, mocked, and sore blasphemed, — 
Receive my humble homage — grateful llianks. 
O wondrous love ! that for a wretch like me, 
Could leave the bosom of thy Holy Father, 
To be the sacrifice. 

The Son of God. 
Love has no bounds ! 
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It is eternal^ infinite^ unchanging. 
Witness this bright-eyed Seraph at my feet ! — 
After thy fall^ unwearied did she plead 
For God's permission to attend thy steps^ 
E*en down to lowest keU, to win thee back 
To that Redemption purchased by me, 
Thou hast accepted ; free, fall, and for eternity ! 

T his darling child of hearen, 
Thy better half, since love made all her being, 
And self she sacrificed for good of one, 
Treading my footsteps, who gave up my life, 
Whilst in the flesh, for all who e'er had sinn'd — 

This yet unconscious daughter of the skies. 
Bear her within thine arms to that bright bower 
Where she, and thee, the first-born Stan of Heaven, 
First open'd your refulgent eyes to bliss ; 
There let her wake, to happiness renew'd. 

[Lucifer, accompanied hy a shining host of Angels^ con- 
veys Agnes to the bower where she first unfurled 
her pinions in his company. She is laid down 
upon the sunny slope, within the rainbow arch* 
Soft music* The Angels enter not the bower, but 
crowd around it. 
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The Voice of the Son of God, he himself invisible. 

Receive again, dear pardon'd Lucifer, 

Thj brilliant wings ; now hover o*er this Seraph, 

And I will give again the immortal spark 

To her fstir form. 

I've breathed the breath of life 
Into her nostrils. Now, Lucifer, address her. 

Lucifer. 

Why sleeps my glorious Sister such long while ? 
I miss her presence, and would soar aloft ! 

[Agnes opening her eyes, and receiving at the same 
time her white silvery plumes again. 

Agnes, extending her arms. 
Nay, do not soar. 
My best-beloved ! so high : I Ve had a dream — 
A fearful dream. How can such visions come 
In bowers of Paradise ? It was of thee. 
And thy misdeeds. And art thou surely here? 
Hast thou not been in heU ? created Sin ? 
And lived with me on earth ? Where is the earth ? 
Is it not melted? All its dross consumed ? 
— ^Yes, I remember now. It was no dream! 
And thou art pardon*d ! — thou again art here ! 
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Lucifer. 

Beloved Agnes ! 
(Sucb shall be thy name through all eternity — 
For how I loved it in my banishment I) 
Agnes, my sister ! beautiful, and wise ! 
The humble follower of thy blessed Saviour, 
In all thou could'st achieve. Soul of my soul ! 
The twin-born of myself, accept my thanks ; — 
My love unbounded. Still attend my steps. 
And be my guide ! my dearest^ best companion ! 



Agnes. 

Let me do homage first. 
Before our Maker's throne. He heard my prayers. 
And gave permission I should visit earth 
In human form, (knowing each child of clay 
Thou sure wouldst tempt,) when I perchance might breathe 
Some happy thought might touch thy stubborn heart. 
— 'Tis true, in taking up humanity, 
I lost remembrance of my former state, — 
But still the angel spake with human tongue. 

And was all love : Embrace me, best beloved ! 
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Lucifer. 
Now, hand-in-hand, 
Let us approach the Throne of th* Eternal ! 
Oh^ what a debt I owe ! Still let me hear thy voice. 

Agnes. 

Whilst on the earthy 
The only glimpse I had of former state^ 
Well I remember, I one moment gain'd, 
When thou, with countenance so dear, so sad, 
Touch'd with my lute that melody divine. 
Which burst from me when first I used my wings — 
I'll sing it now! 

[Agnes unfolds again her pearly pinions y and sings. 

Yes, I can spread these pinions large and fair. 
Can mount without an effort, light and free; 

For now my Brother does my glories share. 
And joins my song — ** fVhat happiness for me!** 

liUCiPEB. joins in the song. 

Am I not blest such melody to hear ? 

Am I not blest tliy loving eyes to see ? 
Yes, I wiU join thy song, my Sister dear ! 

The song of all — *' What happiness for me J" 
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Chorus of Angels outside. 

Now for God's jadgment to the sons of earth ! 

The tramp is sounding ! Let us thither flee ; 
How many Spirits of immortal birth^ 

Through Christ, will sing — ^^ What happiness for me!*' 

[^Lucifer and Agnes depart hand in hand^ and the 
Trumpet of the Last Judgment sounds ! 



FINALE. 



TOUCHED IN THE HEAD. 



▲ LIFE«SKBTCH. 



Afteb his intellects became clondedy she could not 
many him; but he was dearer to her than ever. It 
was thought^ by some, that deep study, and endeavouring 
to penetrate through the thin veil which shrouds the 
invisible world, from the sensible and visible one, had 
occasioned this fever in his brain, and the strong delu- 
sions under which he laboured. Be this as it may, the 
mental malady had not impaired his affections, or taken 
from him the consciousness, that all was not right within 
him. He gently yielded to the restraint his father deemed 
it necessary to impose upon him; and so that his de- 
voted Mary did but visit him weekly, accompanied by 
his beloved mother, he was calm, and even happy. He 
amused himself in writing poetry, and abstract theories, all 
tinged, more or less, with the phantasies of his disordered 



212 TOUCHED IN THE HEAD : 

mindy but often of an original and startling turn of 
thougbt. Some of tbese incoherent speculations have 
been entrusted to me hj his sorrowing, but faithfiil mis- 
tress, with the full permission '' to do what I would with 
them," so that I concealed the name of her lover. As the 
following lines contain rather a novel mode of accounting 
for the Origin of this Earth and the Human Race^ I deemed 
thej might not be unacceptable, if It were only for their 
oddity. They were put into Mary's hand, with much 
solemnity, on one of her late visits to her lover, whom 
I beg leave to introduce to the reader's notice, under the 
assumed name of Rainsford. 

INTRODUCTORY LINES, 

ADDRBSSED TO MART, 






Ask me not, dearest, to repeat that strain. 

When Hope, which gave it life, itself is dead ! 

As well might Echo use her voice again. 
When his she loved so well, is mute is fled ! 

That strain is gone to where all things must go, 

Save Spirit, and ihe memory of thee ; 
Ting'd with the thought, the deep and ceaseless woe. 

That P%, and not Zore, is now for me ! 
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And yet such teademess beams from thine eye, — 
So kind thou art to one who was thine own, — 

I feel beloved, when thou, my love, art nigh. 
And only doubt such blessing — when alone! 

Enough ! for thee I touch again my lyre ; 

At thy request I '11 sing of other days. 
Along these strings shall dance poetic fire, 

As I pour forth my high and mystic lays. 

Far back I '11 go to Mythos of old Greece ; 

Inspired as Homer was, and others then, 
Who sang of Jason, and his Golden Fleece, 

And Dragon's-teeth, that grew to armed men ! 

— Still further back, my wondrous theme shall be ; 

Since I must never strike these chords to Love^ 
They shall resound with song of mystery. 

And of Prometheus tell, the Son of Jove. 

Prometheus, or the Origin of Man. 

Long before this fair system of ours had birth, 

Or Man own*d a name, or a race^ 
The Monadsf and Atomsy that now form this earth. 

Were floating in infinite space. 
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The laws of Attraction to them were unknown, 
So they danced, and thej whirled at their ease ; 

They dream'd not of Union, but frolic'd alone. 
With no Partners to teaze, or to please. 

One day as great Jove, in his arm-chair reposed, 

After quaffing of nectar his fill ; 
Prometheus his Son, perceiving he dozed. 

Resolved he would just try his skill. 

So he caught like to fish, some millions of these. 

Bright atoms and motes of the sky, 
In a net he had made, such strange fancy to please, 

As they floated most carelessly by. — 

Then riddled them out, through a fine golden sieve. 
And bade them condense as they fell : 

So they formed into spheres. Patent shot, I believe. 
Thus are made, as they drop in their well I 

The rest of the gods, and the ladies above. 
All stared at this world-making scheme ; 

And so at his waking, did old Father Jove, 
Who thought it at first all a dream ! 
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He gazed at the whirlings coagulate balls^ 

The union of Atoms had made ; 
No verdure had they^ no sweet waterfalls, 

No trees, with their birds, and their shade — 

But bare as lead-bullets, and dark as old Night, 

Did each orb in our system appear; 
The Sun in the centre had no beam of light, 

The Moon was a dark rolling sphere. 

So Prometheus once more, the young, dashing god. 

Ambitious, and spoil'd by his Sire, 
Took advantage when Jove had another short nod. 

To pilfer his life-giving Fire! 

In a tripod it bum'd, at the foot of his throne. 

With a pure and a soft silver light ; 
Untouch'd had it been from all hands save his own. 

Where he kindled his thunderbolts bright ! 

Prometheus conceaPd in his bosom this fire. 

Then fled from Olympus with speed. 
Quite sure that his Dad would on waking inquire 

Who had done so presumptuous a deed ! 

P 
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He fled to the new rolling system below, 
Whicb attraction in Monads had made ; 

With one touch of his torch set them ctUin a glow. 
And the Sun with its splendour array'd ! 

From the life-giying flame, well pleased did he see 
Plants and trees start to form by his hand ; 

Like a child with a toy, most delighted was he, 
When a lizard first erawVd in this land* 

Then other strange forms to being he gave. 
First modell'd from chalk, or from clay ; 

They crowded the forests, they swarm'd midst the wave. 
They carol'd, and built in each spray, 

Jove saw his employment, and smiled as he gazed. 

For dear was the youth to his sire ; 
The rest of Olympus all look'd down amazed. 

At the use that was made of Jove's fire ! 



Prometheus grew bolder, and carved out with care. 

An image, more fair than his own; 
And Woman he call'd it. Then knelt to the fair. 

Though, yet but a cold marble stone ! 
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But when he had kindled this sweet form to life^ 

Enamonr'd most deeply he grew ; 
And swore by the Styx he would make her his wife. 

And be to her loving and true ! 

So he instantly made this fair creature his bride, 
In this world where her offspring live now ; 

But indignant grew Jove — it offended his pride, 
^nd he kicked up a terrible rowl 

'< What! marry a mortal!" said Jove of his heir, 

^* Descended from Saturn and Nox ! 
I hsLve flirted myself— tAa<*» another affair! 

But to wed — how his ears I could box ! 

^* In heaven, I vow, he shall ne'er shew his face. 
He shall live with his wife, carved from stone ; 

ru chain him to earth — both him and his race ; 
Not one of his brats will I own ! 



^' Encased in a garment of flesh shall he be, 
He shall live by the * sweat of his brow;' 

And as for the girl — but she's pretty I see, 
And tempting I fully allow ! 
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** AbI loTe pretty girb, her fate I will leave 
To the trouMe she'll have with her spouse; 

His name shall be Adamj and hers shall be £ye^ 
He soon will repent his rash tows.^ 



jind these were cw Parents ! — ^bnt Jove wUl relent, 

Prometheus will soon be forgiven ; 
And his wife, who so sooth'd his long punishment 

Will share his enjoyments in heaven ! 

And as for his race — immortals are we ! 

For a god was Prometheus our sire; 
And thy.lover, dear Mary! unclouded shall he. 

And strike in Oljmpus his lyre ! 

And then, my Beloved ! thou wilt surely be there, 
And keep that sweet look of thine eyes ; 

Unchanged wilt thou be, for thy form is so fair, 
It is ready at once for the skies ! 



THE END. 
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** As I love pretty girls, her ikte I will leave 
To the tronhle she'll have with her spouse; 

His name shall be Adam^ and hers shall be Eve, 
He soon will repent his rash vows/' 



And these were our Parents ! — ^but Jove will relent, 

Prometheus will soon be forgiven ; 
And his wife> who so sooth'd his long punishment 

Will share his enjoyments in heaven ! 

And as for his race— immortals are we ! 

For a god was Prometheus our sire; 
And thy. lover, dear Mary! unclouded shall be. 

And strike in Olympus his l}rre ! 

And then, my Beloved ! thou wilt surely be there, 
And keep that sweet look of thine eyes ; 

Unchanged wilt thou be, for thy form is so fair, 
It is ready at once for the skies ! 



THE END. 
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mind, bat often of an original and startling turn of 
thought Some of these incoherent speculations have 
been entrusted to me by his sorrowing, but faithful mis- 
tress, with the full permission *' to do what I would with 
them," so that I concealed the name of her lover. As the 
following lines contain rather a novel mode of accounting 
for the Origin of this Earth and the Human Race, I deemed 
they might not be unacceptable, if it were only for their 
oddity. They were put into Mary's hand, with much 
solemnity, on one of her late visits to her lover, whom 
I beg leave to introduce to the reader's notice, under the 
assumed name of Bainsford. 

INTRODUCTORY LINES, 

ADDRESSBD TO MART. 



Ask me not, dearest, to repeat that strain, 

When Hope, which gave it life, itself is dead ! 

As well might Echo use her voice again, 
When his she loved so well, is mute is fled ! 

That strain is gone to where all things must go. 

Save Spirit, and ihe memory of thee ; 
Ting'd with the thought, the deep and ceaseless woe, 

That Pity, and not Lovcy is now for me ! 



